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LIFE OF DAVIES, 



Sir JOHN DAVIES, the third son of John Davies, 
a wealthy tanner, according to Wood, — but 'late of 
New Inn, gentleman,' by the record of the Middle 
Temple, was bom at Chisgfrove, in the parish of 
Tisbury, Wiltshire, in 1570, In his fifteenth year, 
he became a commoner of Queen's CoUere, Ox- 
ibrd ; and, though he removed to the Middle Tem- 
ple, m 1588, the circumstance of his taking his first 
degree, two years afterwards, would show, that he 
still considered himself as a member of the Univer- 
sitj'. 

In the Temple, he seems to have been more stu- 
dious of mischief than of law. He was first fined, 
and finally removed, for misdemeanors ; and, though 
he came to the bar, in 1595, he was expelled the 
society of tlie Middle Temple, in 1598, for beating 
Richard Martin, while at dinner in die common 
hall. His progress at the bar seems to have been 
retarded by his misbehaviour; and his only achieve- 
ment, up to the present date, was that of twenty - 
six acrostics, in honour of Queen Elizabeth. In 
1599, he established his reputation, as a poet, by 
the publication of Noscv Tiipsvm, or the Immorta- 
Hty of the Soul. In 1601, the fiivour of Lord Ellis- 
mere restored him to his chamber in the Temple ; 
and, being returned to the House of Commons, the 
same year, for Corfe-Castle, in Dorsetshire, he is 
said to have become an active and ufte^\ memV^^'r 
tjf pariiMment, 



tic tccomptnioil l^nl Elccmlon, in bi« nttmou 
to coii^ntiiliiti^ Killer Junits on liii ■cceuion to the 
tlironi^ Ah soon an hu vian iiitrodiicL'tl, hia Hajcity 
■■hi^il if lie wait Alitce TrifHumi and, when untwer- 
ed in tlic HfHrnuHive. he tucik liini in his armi, and 
(usuruil him of hi* fuvoiir, Nnr wm it mi-rcly an 
uiimoiiiii^ compliiiiL'iii. In 1G0.1, he wunl u loli' 
citor );i'm'r!tl In Irclanilt uui, tmon after, rtcuivcil 
thn uppointmirnt of iittnmi-y Lrcncral. lie ennfetl 
wiUi Bclivil)', ill Die RDlcniUatioii of Ulster , mill, in 
the midst of liis olUrJul (liiticH, found time to coin- 
puM; a volume of J/itiirical Tracin ii|)on the coan- 
try; wliiob, if Uiq' <lo him no crc-iLit as ■writer,' 
are at least it pnio^ lint he hod become induitrioua. 
He was made serj;cant at lav, in 16U6; received 
tlic honour of kniglithood, in 1607 ) and, five yean 
•nerwards, became the kind's ncrt^ant, and waa 
chosen speaker uf tlic flrst Iriitb House of Com- 
mons, l-lis Itcporta wiri'c puhlislied, in 1615. A 
cliuif^ in tlie udmiiiiHtnition occaajoned his return 
from Irelundi and, nji to the jeui- XfQO, the only 
tl)infpi recoriled of him, are, that he acted, for some 
time, as a juntjc^ of tlie usaizea, and, in 1C21, was 
returned as a member of parliament for Nuwcwrtle- 
under-l.iiic. He was about to enter upon the duties 
of lonl chief justice, in 1636; when an apoplexy 
cjLrried him olli at hit bouse in tlie Strand, on tlie 
mg\\t of the 71b of December. 

ilis wife, l^y Ktcanur Tuuchct, was the <laugA. 
ler of (ieorife I.onl Audlcy, Ear] of Castlcliaven ; 
atiil became so formidalile by licr propliucies, as to 
have provoked, after liii death, tlie rij^rous chas- 
liaement of the llijcb tiommission Court. An ac- 
count of her nropJicdci was published in 1649. 
tjlie died herselr three year* anerwarda, Sir John 
had on idiot son, who happily died young, — and a 
(buijrliter, named Lucy, who was married to Fcrdi- 
nando Lord Hulingi, allerwtrda Earl of Hunting- 
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ON THE 

IMMORTALITY Of THE SOUL, 

PUBLISHED IN 1699. 



THE PREFACE. 



Thsbi is a natural love and fondness in Bng^lishmen 
for whatever was done in the reign of queen Eliza- 
beth ; we look upon her time as our gulden age ; 
and the great men who lived in it, as our chiefest 
heroes of virtue, and g^atest examples of wisdom, 
courage, integ^ty and learning. 

Among many others, the author of this poem me- 
rits a lasting honour; for, as he was a most eloquent 
lawyer, so, in the composition of this piece, we ad- 
mire him for a good poet, and exact philosopher. 
It is not rhjrming that makes a poet, but the true 
and impartial representing of virtue and vice, so as 
to instruct mankind in matters of greatest import- 
ance. And this observation has been made of our 
countrymen, that sir John Suckling wrote in the 
most courtly and gentleman-like style ; Waller in 
the most sweet and flowing numbers ; Denham with 
the most accurate judgment and correctness; Cow- 
ley with pleasing softness, and plenty of imagina- 
tion : none ever uttered more divine thought than 
Mr. Herbert; none more philosophical than sir 
John Davies. His thoughts are moulded into easy 
and significant words; his rhymes never mislead 
the sense, but are led and governed by it : so that 
in reading such useful performances, \}cl'^ ^>x <^ 
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mankind nnay be refined from its dross, their me- 
mories furnished with tlic best notions, their judg- 
ments strengthened, and their conceptions en- 
hrgetl, by wliich means the mind will be raised to 
the most perfect ideas it is capable of in tliis dege- 
nerate state. 

litit as others Iiave laboured to carry out our 
thoughts, and to entertain them with all manner of 
deliglits abroad ; it is the peculiar character of this 
author, that he has taught us (with Antoninus) to 
meditate upon ourselves ; that he has disclosed to 
us greater secrets at home; self-reflection being 
the only way to valuable and true knowledge, 
whicli consists in that rare science of a man's self, 
whicli tlie moral philosopher loses in a crowd of 
definitions, divisions, and distinctions: the historian 
cannot find it amongst all Ids musty records, being 
far better acquainted with the transactions of a 
thousand years past, than with the present age, or 
with himself: the writer of fables and romances 
wanders from it, in following the delusions of a 
wild fancy, chimeras and fictions that do not only 
exceed tlie works, but also the possibility of nature. 
Whereas the resemblance of truth is the utmoit 
limit of poetical liberty, which our author has very 
religiously observed ; for he has not only placed 
and connected together the most amiable images 
of all those powers that arc in our souls, but he has 
i\imiMhc(l and squared his matter like a true philo- 
sopher ; that is, he has made both body and soul, 
colour and shadow, of his poem out of the store- 
house of his own mind, which gpives the whole work 
M real and natural beauty \ when that wliich is bor- 
rowoil out of books (the boxoa ol coMisXittluX. ^^t^* 
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plexion) shows well or ill as it has more or leas 
likeness to the natural. But our author is behold- 
ing to none but himself; and by knowing himself 
thorou^y, he has arrived to know much; which 
appears in his admirable variety of well-chosen 
metaphors and similitudes, that cannot be found 
within the compass of a narrow knowledge. For 
this reason the poem, on account of its intrinsic 
worth, would be as lasting as the Iliad, or the 
^neid, if the language it is wrote in were as im- 
mutable as thi^ of the Greeks and Romans. 

Now it would be of great benefit to the beaux of 
our age to carry this glass in their pocket, whereby 
they might learn to ^nk, rather than dress well : 
it would be of use also to the wits and virtuosoes to 
carry this antidote about them against the poison 
they have sucked in from Lucretius or Hobbs. This 
would acquaint them with some principles of reli- 
gion ; for in old times the poets were their divines, 
and exercised a kind of spiritual authority amongst 
the people. Verse in those days was the sacred 
style, the style of oracles and laws. The vows and 
thanks of the people were recommended to their 
gt>ds in songs and hymns. Why may they not re- 
tain this privilege ? for if prose should contend with 
verse, it would be upon unequal terms, and, as it 
were, on foot ag^ainst the wings of Pegasus. With 
what delight are we touched in hearing the stories 
of Hercules, AchiUes, C)rrus, and Mnens ? Because 
in their characters we have wisdom, honour, forti- 
tude, and justice, set before our eyes. It was 
Plato's opinion, that if a man could see virtue, he 
would be strangely enamoured on her person. 
Which is the reason why Horace and Vir9;\llvv!<" 
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continued so long^ in reputation, because they have 
drawn her in all the charms of poetry. No man is 
so senseless of rational impressions, as not to be 
wonderfully affected with the pastorals of the an- 
cients, when, under the stories of wolves and sheep^ 
they describe the misery of people under hard 
masters, and their happiness under g^ood. So the 
bitter but wholesome iambic was wont to make 
villainy blush ; the satire incited men to laugh at 
folly ; the comedian chastised the common errors 
of life ; and the tragedian made king^ afraid to be 
tyrants, and tyrants to be their own tormentors. 

Wherefore, as sir Philip Sidney said of Chaucer, 
that he knew not which he should most wonder at, 
either that he in his dark time should see so dis- 
tinctly, or that we in this clear age should go so 
stumblingly after liim ; so may we marvel at and 
bewail the low condition of poetry now, when in 
our plays scarce any one rule of decorum is ob- 
served, but in the space of two hours and an half 
we pass through all the fits of Bedlam; in one 
scene we are all in mirth, in the next we are sunk 
into sadness ; whilst even the most laboured parts 
are commonly starved for want of thought ; a con- 
fused heap of words, and empty sound of rhyme. 

This very consideration should advance the es- 
teem of the following poem, wherein are repre- 
sented the various movements of the mind; at 
which we are as much transported as with the most 
excellent scenes of passion in Shakespeare, or 
Fletcher : for in this, as in a mirror (that wiU not 
flatter) we see how tlie soul arbitrates in the un- 
derstanding upon the various reports of sense, and 
^1 the changes of imaginaUon; Yio'w CQVv\i»\iaxv\tVQ 
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tions in the 

TulgvlT receired, that they are vzskmMvf ^ "i^ 

meanest capacities ! 

For the poet takes arc zb cTerr Ine ^-^ sdi^ 
the understandings of ■«***V^»>^ : ^ feSr?*^ kc^ r r 
step the wo>rkii^ of tike KBdi-on '^t £rs: sCr^ta 
of sense, then of 6oct, jfterranis cf rarSfnitsc, 
into the principles bcto of r^ariznl aad azpfrsa-tn.- 
ral motives : hereby tiie skJ is sasf^ Irttlh^ii^lt, 
which comprehends all itis^ "i<t&it» : tiit >u'.i2id- 
less tTkcks of sea and bi>i. ajid '±i-: tkM'Ji^T SyA^fri ^jf 
Hearen ; that rital principie 'j^ jftscxLy ^c^ra Las 
ahrays been bused in inqiiritr* abr^air., !a vi'V ruk-ie 
known to itself; i?:s'MD^jdli tiixz we aixi £3ri '^.'t 
what we ourselres are, frcci. witroe we *2n«t. i.-ii 
whither we must go : we naj ptTcerre wrac k>vjC 
guests those are, whkh we lod^ ci ocr t«ic-2:V 

Vol. IV. B 
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which are nearer to ui (tun all odier (hingi, and 
yet nothinf; iurther from our acqtuintiuice. 

But here all the Ubyrintlu uid windingB of tb» 
fauman frame ne laid open : it is seen bjt wbat pul- 
lies anri wbeeb the vork is carried on. as pbui^ 
as if a window were opened into our breast : tot it 
is the work of God aloae to create a mind- The 
next to this is to show bnw its opentjons uc pcr> 
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AUTHOR'S DEDICATION 

TO 

QUEEJV ELIZABETH. 



To that clear migesty which in the north 
Doth, like another Sun, in glory rise, [worth; 

Which staiidcth fix'd, yet spreads her heav'nly 
Loadstone to hearts, and loadstar to all eyes. 

lake Hcav'n in all, like Earth to this alone. 

That through great states by her support do 

Yet she herself supported is of none, [stand ; 

But by the finger of th' Almighty's hand. 

To the divinest and the richest mind. 
Both by Art's purcliase, and by Nature's dow'r, 

That ever was from Heaven to E^arth confin'd. 
To show the utmost of a creature's pow'r : 

To that great spring, which doth great kingdoms 
move ; [streams. 

The sacred spring, whence right and honour 
Distilling virtue, shedding peace and love. 

In every place, aa Cynthia sheda her bcawva-. 
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I offer ap tome fptrklei of that Href 
Whereby we rcMon, tive, tnd tnovef md be^ 

TbeM •parlu by nature evermore Mpire* 
Which roakea them now to fuch t highneia flee. 

Fair ioul« aince to the faireat body join'd. 
You give auch lively life* auch quick'ning pow'r t 

And influence of auch celeatial kind, 
Aa keepa it atill in youih'a immortal flower : 

Aa where the aim ia preaent all the year, 
And never doth retire hia golden ray, 

Needa miiat the apring be everhiating tJiere, 
And every aeaaon like tlte month of May. 

O ! many, many yeara may you remain 

A happy angel to tliia liappy land : 
Long, long rnay you on eartli our emprcM reign^ 

Ere you in Heaven a gloriouif angel Mtimd* 

Stay long (Mweet apint) ere thou to Heaven depart, 
Who mak'»t each phice a Heaven wherein thou art. 

Her nujeaty'a devoted subject 

and acrvunt, 

jomr BATisa. 
Julj^ U, 1592. 
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ijrrR OB ucTiojf* 

Wht did my parents send me to the schools. 
That I with knowledge might enrich my mind i 

^ince the desire to know first made men foob. 
And did corrupt the root of all mankind ; 

For when God's hand had written in the hearts 
Of the first parents all the rules of good. 

So that their skill infus'd, did pass all arts 
That ever were before or since the flood ; 

And when their reason's eye was sharp and clear. 
And (as an eagle can behold the Sun) 

Could have approach'd th' eternal light as near 
As th* intellectual angels could have done. 

li'en then to them the spirit of lies suggests. 
That they were bUnd, because they saw not ilJ, 

And breath'd into their incomipted breasts 
A curious wish, which did corrupt their will. 

For that same ill they straight desir'd to know ; 

Which ill, being nought but a defect of good. 
In all God's works tlie Devil could not show. 

While man their lord in his perfection stood. 

* This poem was poblisbed by Mr. Tate, with the unirenal »p- 
plause of the nation ; and was, without dispute, except Spenser's 
Fairy Queen, the best that was written in Queen E3ai§bt^*H 
<• ven King James the fi rst's time. ^. T. 

B2 
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So that themf elves were firtt to do the ill^ 
Ere they thereof the knowled^j^e could attain, 

Like him that knew not poison's power to kiU, 
Until (by tasting it) himself was slain. 

E'en so by tasting of that fruit forbid* 

Where they sought knowledge, they did error 
in they desir'd to know, and iU they did ; [find; 

And to give passion eyes, made reason blind. 

For then their minds did first in passion see 
Those wretched shapes of misery and woe. 

Of nakedness, of shame, of poverty, [know, 

Which then their own experience made them 

But then gprew reason dark, that she no more 
Could the fair forms of good and truth discern £ 

Bats they became, that eagles were before ; 
And this they got by their desire to loam. 

But we, their wretched offspring, what do wc f 
Do not we still taste of the fruit forbid f 

Whilst with fond fruitless curiosity. 
In books profane we seek for knowledge hid. 

What is this knowledge ? but the sky-stoPn fire^ 
For which the thief* still cliain'd in ice doth nt? 

And which the poor nidc satyrf did admire. 
And needs would kiss, but burnt his lips with it. 

What is it ? but the cloud of empty rain, [got ? 
Which when Jove's guests embrac'd^ he monsters 


t 

^PrometbeuM. t See Awp'i Ttbki. \ IkSou. 
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Or the fidse puis,* which oft being fiU'd with pain^ 
Receiv'd the water, but retain'd it not? 

In fine, what is it, but the fiery coach [withall ? 

Which the youthf sought, and sought his death 
Or the boys^ wings, which, when he did approach 

The Sun's hot beams, did melt and let him fall ? 

And yet, alas ! when all our lamps are bum'd. 
Our bodies wasted, and our spirits spent; 

"When we have all the learned volumes tum'd 
Which yield men's wits both help and ornament : 

What can we know ? or what can we discern ? 

When error chokes the windows of the mind; 
The divers forms of things how can we learn. 

That have been ever fh)m our birth-day blind ? 

When reason's lamp, which (like the Sun in sky) 
Throughout man's little world her beams did 

Is now become a sparkle, which doth he [spread. 
Under the ashes, half extinct and dead : 

How can we hope, that through the eye and ear. 
This dying sparkle, in this cloudy place. 

Can recollect tliese beams of knowledge clear. 
Which were infus'd in the first minds by grace ? 

So might the heir, whose father hath, in play. 
Wasted a thousand pounds of ancient rent. 

By painful earning of one groat a day, 
Hope to restore the patrimony spent. 
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The wits that div'd most deep, and soar'd most higii 
Seeking man's pow'rs, have found his weaknes 

** Skill comes so slow, and life so fast doth fly, [such 
We learn so little, and forget so much." 

For this the wisest of all moral men 

Said, he knew nought, but that he nought did krwu 
And the great mocking-master mock'd not then. 

When he said, truth -was buried deep below. 

For how may we to other things attain. 
When none of us his own soul understands ? 

For which the Devil mocks our curious brain. 
When, " know thyself," his oracle commands. 

For why should we the busy soul believe. 
When boldly s&e concludes of that and this. 

When of herself she can no judgment gpive. 
Nor how, nor whence, nor where, nor what she i 

All things without, which round about we see. 
We seek to know, and how therewith to do : 

But that whereby we reason, live, and be, 
Within ourselves, we strangers are thereto. 

We seek to know the moving of each sphere, [Nile 
And the strange cause of th' ebbs and floods 4 

But of that clock within our breasts we bear. 
The subtle roodons we forget the while. 

We that acquaint ourselves with every zone. 

And pass both tropics, and behold each pole. 
When we come home, are to ouiae\ve% wivktvowu. 
And unacquainted still mtb o\ir o>Ntv bo\]\. 
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We study speech, but others we persuade. 
We leach-^raft learn, but others cure with it^ 

We interpret laws, which other men have made. 
But read not those which in our hearts are writ. 

It is because the mind is like the eye. 

Through which it gathers knowledge by degrees. 
Whose rays reflect not, but spread outwardly; 

Not seeing itself, when other things it sees ? 

No, doubtless ; for the mind can backward cast 
Upon herself, her understanding's light. 

But she is so corrupt, and so defac'd. 
As her own image doth herself ufTri^t. 

As is the fable of the lady fair. 

Which for her lust'was tum'd into a cow. 
When thirsty to a stream she did repair. 

And saw herself transformed she wist not how ; 

At first she startles, then she stands amazed; 

At last with terror she from thence doth fly. 
And loaths the wat'ry glass wherein she gaz'd. 

And shuns it still, though she for thirst doth die : 

E'en so man's soul, which did God's image bear. 
And was at first fair, good, and spotless pure, 

Since with her sins her beauties blotted were. 
Doth of all sights her oMm sight least endure : 

For e'en at first reflection she espies, 

Such strange chimeras, and such monsters therCi 
Such toys, such antics, and such vanities. 

As she retires, and shrinks for shame and fear. 
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And as the man loves least at home to be, 
That hath a sluttish house haunted with sprites 

So she, impatient her own faults to see, 
Turns from herself, and in strange things delighl 

For this few know themselves : for merchants brol 
View their estate with discontent and pain. 

And seas are troubled, when they do revoke 
Their flowing waves into themselves agajua. 

And while the face of outward things we find. 
Pleasing and fidr, agpreeable and sweet. 

These things transport, and carry out the mind. 
That with herself the mind can never meet. 

Yet if Afiliction once her wars begin. 
And threat the feebler sense with sword and fix 

The mind contracts herself, and shrinketh in, 
And to herself she gladly doth retire : 

As spiders touched, seek their web's inmost part i 
As bees in storms back to their hives return ; 

As blood in danger gathers to the heart; 
As men seek towns, when foes the country bui 

If aught can teach us aught. Affliction's looks, 
(Making us pry into ourselves so near) 

Teach us to know ourselves beyond all books, 
Or all the learned schools that ever were. 

This mistress lately pluck'd me by the ear. 

And many a gulden lesson hath me taught ; 
Hath made my senses quick, and reason clear ; 
tieform'd my will, and rec^y'd my ikoxi^X.. 
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So do the winds and thunders cleanse the air : 
So working seas settle and purge the wine : 

80 lopp'd and pruned trees do flourish fair : 
80 doth the fire the drossy gold refine. 

Neither Minerva, nor the learned Muse, 
Nor rules of art, nor precepts of the wise. 

Could in my brain those beams of skill infuse. 
As but the glance of this dame's angry eyes. 

She within lists my ranging mind hath brought^ 
That now beyond myself I will not go ; 

Myself am centre of my circling thought. 
Only myself I study, learn, and know. 

I know my body's of so frail a kind. 
As force without, fevers within, can kill : 

I know the heavenly nature of my mind. 
But 'tis corrupted both in wit and will. 

I know my soul hath power to know all things. 

Yet is she blind and ignorant in all : 
I know I'm one of Nature's little kings. 

Yet to the least and vilest things am thrall. 

J know my life's a pun, and hut a span, 
I know my sense is mock'd in every thing, 

And to conclude, I know myself a man. 
Which is a proud and yet a wretched thing. 



Of 

» ■ , - 

THE SOUL OF MAN, 

AMU 
TSE JMMWBTjiLTtr THEREOF. 



Thx lights of Heaven (which «re the world'sftireyes) 
Look down into the worid, the jworid to aeei 

And as they turn* or wander in the fl]de% 
Survey sJl thii^% that on this centre be. 

And yet the lights which in my tow'r do shine. 
Mine eyes which view all objects nigh and far. 

Look not into this little world of mine^ 
Nor see my face, wherein they fixed are. 

Since Nature faib us in no needful thing. 
Why want I means my inward self to see ? 

Which sight the knowledge of myself might bring, 
Which to true wisdom is the first degree. 

That pow'r which gave me eyes the world to view, 
To view myself, infus'd an inward Ught, 

"Whereby my soul, as by a mirror true. 
Of her own form may take a perfect sight. 
Vol. IV. ' C 
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But as the tharpett eye ditcerneth nougiit* 
Except the tun-beanui in the air do shine : 

So the best soul, with her reflecting thought^ 
Sees not herself without some light divine. 

O Light, which mak'st the light, which mak'st the 
day! 

Which sefst the eye without, and mind within; 
'Lighten my spirit with one clear heavenly ray. 

Which now to view itself doth first begin. 

For her tru^ form how can my spark discern. 
Which, dim by nature, art did never clear f 

When the great wits, of whom all skill we learn. 
Are ignorant both what she is, and where. 

One thinks the soul is air ; another, fire ; 

Another, blood diffused about the heart ; 
Another saith, the elements conspire. 

And to her essence each doth g^ve a part. 

Musicians think our souls are harmonies. 
Physicians hold that they complexions be ; 

Epicures make them swarms of atomies. 
Which do by chance into our bodies fice. 

Some think one gen'ral soul fills ev'ry brain. 
As the bright Sun sheds light in every star; 

And others think the name of soul is vain. 
And that we only well-mix'd bodies are. 

It) judgment of her substance thus they vary. 
And thoM they vary in judgment of h^ seati 
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For ioiae ber olnir up to the hniii do eaffy. 
Some tiinift it down into the stonuieh'i heat. 

Smne pkce'H in the root of fife, the heart ; 

Some in the river fountain of the veins $ 
$<»ne aaj, ihe's all in aU» and allin every pert : 

Some aay, ahe'a not contained, but all contains. 

Thus these great clerks their- fitHe wisdom show. 
While with their doctrines they at haoard play ; 

Tossing their li|^t opinions to and fro. 
To mock^the lewd, as leamM in thia as they. 

For no crazed bnan could ever yet propound. 
Touching the soul, so vain and fond a thought ; 

But sobie amotig these masters have been found. 
Which in their schools the self-same thing have 
taught. 

GNkI only wise, to punish pride of wit. 
Among men's wits has this confusion wrought. 

As the proud tow'r whose points the clouds did hit;^ 
^y tongues' confusion was to ruin brought. 

But (thou) which didst man's soul of nothing make. 
And when to nothing it was fallen ag^n, 

" To make it new, the form of man didst take ; 
And God with God, becam'st a man with men.'^ 

Thou that hast fashion'd twice this soul of ours. 

So that she is by double title thine. 
Thou only know'st her nature and her pow'rs ; 

Her subtle form thou only canst define. 
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To judge herself, she must herself transcend. 
As greater circles comprehend the less ; 

But she wants pow'r, her own pow'rs to extend. 
As fetter'd men cannot their strengftlx express. 

But thou, bright morning Star, thou rising Sun, 
Which in these later times hast brought to light 

Those mysteries, that, since the world begun. 
Lay hid in darkness, and eternal night. 

Thou (like the Sun) do'st with an equal ray 
Into the palace and the cottage sliine. 

And show'st the soul, both to the clerk and lay. 
By the clear lamp of oracle divine. 

This lamp^ through all the regions of my brain, 
Where my soul sits, doth spread such beams of 

As now, methinks, I do distinguish plain, [grace. 
Each subtle line of her immortal face. 

The soul a substance and a spirit is, 
Which God himself doth in the body make, 

Wliich makes the man, for every man from this 
The nature of a man and name doth take. 

And though this spirit be to th' body knit. 
As an apt means her pow'rs to exercise. 

Which are life, motion, sense, and will, and wit. 
Yet she survives, although the body dies. 
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SECnONI. 
TKAT T«i toiji^ IS ▲ Tiinre tuBsnarm bt ntiup 

WITBOUT TBI BOST. 

Shi 1ft a 8iib8tuice» and a real tMii^» 
Which hath itself an actual working nighty 

Which nmther from the senses' power dodi spring; 
Nor from the bod^s hamodrs tempered ri|^ 

She is a vine, which doth no propping need 
To make her spread heradii^ or spring upright ; 

She is a star, whose beams do not proceed 
From any sun, but from a native Ugfat. 

For when she sorts things present with things 
past. 

And thereby things to come doth oft foresee i 
When she doth doubt at first, and choose at tast. 

These acts her own,* without her body be. 

When of the dew, which th' eye and ear do take 
From flow'rs abroad, and bring into the brain. 

She doth within both wax and honey make : 
This work b her's, this is her proper pain. 

When she from sundry acts one skill doth draw ; 
Gathering from (tivers fights one art of war, 

* That the Mol hath • proper opention without the body. 

C S 
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From many cases, like one rule of law ; 
These her collections, not the senses are. 

When in th' effects she doth the causes know, 
And, seeing the stream, thinks where the spring 
doth rise ; 

And, seeing the branch, conceives the root below ; 
These thingfs she views without the body's eyes. 

When she, without a Pegasus, doth fly. 
Swifter than lightning's fire from east to west; 

About the centre, and above the sky. 
She travels then, although the body rest. 

When all her works she formeth first within. 
Proportions them, and sees their perfect end i 

Ere she in act doth any part begin. 
What instruments doth then the body lend ? 

When without hands she doth thus castles build. 
Sees without eyes, and without feet doth run; 

When she digits the woild, yet is not fiU'd ; 
By her own pow'rs these miracles are done. 

When she defines, argues, divides, compounds, 
Considers virtue, vice, and general things : 

And marrying divers principles and grounds, 
Out of their match a true conclusion brings. 

These actions in her closet, aU alone, 

(Retir'd witliin herself) she doth fulfil; 
Use of her body's organs she hath none. 
When she dotb use the povr'rs o{ m\. voii vi\li. 
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Yet in the body's prison so she lies, 

As throagh the body's windows she must look. 
Her divers powers of sense to exercise. 

By gathering notes out of the world's great book. 

Nor can herself discourse or judge of ought. 
But what the sense collects, and home doth 
bring; 

And yet the pow*rs of her discoursing thought. 
From these collections is a diverse thing. 

For though our eyes can nought but colours sce« 
Yet colours give them not the pow'r of sight : 

So, though these fruits of sense her objects be. 
Yet she discerns them by her proper light. 

The workman on his stuff his skill doth show. 
And yet the stuff gives not the man his skill : 

Kings their affairs do by their scr>'ants know. 
But order them by tl\eir own royal will. 

So, though this cunning mistress, and this queen, 
Doth, as her instruments, the senses use, 

To know all things that arc felt, heard, or seen ; 
Yet she herself dotli only judge and c. loose. 

E'en as a prudent emperor, that reigns 
By sovereign title over sundr}- luiuls, 

Borrows, in mean affairs, his subjects* pains, 
Sees by their eyes, and wriletli by their hands : 

But tilings of weight and conscciucncc indeed, 
linuMcifdoes m hia diamber tkcm dtbaX^ *, 
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Where all his counsellors he doth exceed. 
As far in judgment, as he doth in state. 

Or as the man whom princes do advance, 
Upon their gracious mercy-seat to sit, 

Doth common things, of course and circumiUmce, 
To the reports of common men commit : 

But when the cause itself must be decreed. 
Himself in person, in his proper court. 

To grtLve and solemn hearing doth proceed* 
Of ev'ry proof, and ev'ry by-report. 

Then, like God's angel, he pronounceth right. 
And milk and honey from his tong^ue doth flow : 

Happy are they that still are in his sight. 
To reap the wisdom which his lips do sow. 

Right so the soul, which is a lady free. 

And doth the justice of her state maintain : 

Because the senses ready servants be. 
Attending nigh about her court, the brain : 

By them the forms of outward things she learns. 

For they return into the fantasie. 
Whatever each of them abroad discerns ; 

And there enroll it for the mind to see. 

But when she sits to judge the good and ill. 
And to discern betwixt the false and true. 

She ift not g^uided by the senses' skill. 
But doth each thing in her own mirror view. 
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Hien she the senses checks^ wiiich oft do err. 
And e'en against their fidse reports decrees ; 

And oft she doth condemn what they prefer ; 
For with a pow^ above ^e sense she sees. 

Thereftire no sense the precious joys conc^ea^ 
WMch in her private contemplations be ; 

For then the ravishM spii^t th' senses leaves^ 
Hath her own pow'rs^ and pnqier actions free. 

Her harmonies are sweet, and fun of skilly 
When on the body's instruments she plays $ . 

But the proportions of the wit and will. 
Those swec^t accords axe even th* angels^ lays. 

These tunes <^rea8<m are Amphioa*s fyre. 
Wherewith he did the Theban dty found : 

These are the notes wherewith the heavenly choir 
The praise of him which made the Heav'n doth 
sound. 

Then her self4}eing nature shines in thi% 
That she performs her noblest works alone : 

" The work, the touch-stone of the nature is; 
And by their operations things are known. 
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SECTION IL 

THAT THB SOV£ IS MORE THA1«^ A PKBrBCTIOV, OB 
REFLKCTIOir OF THE SENSE. 

Aeb they not senseless then, that think the soal 
Nought but a fine perfection of the sense. 

Or of the forms which fancy doth enroll; 
A quick resoltinj^, and a consequence ? 

What is it then that doth the sense accuse. 
Both of false judgment, and fond appetites ? 

What makes us do what sense doth most refuse. 
Which oft in torment of the sense delights ? 

Sense thinks the planets' spheres not much asunder 
What tells us then the distance is so far ? 

Sense thinks the lightning bom before the thunder 
What tells us then they both together are ? 

When men seem crows far off upon a tow'r. 
Sense saith they're crows : what makes us thinl 
them men ? 
When we in ag^es think all sweet things sour. 
What makes us know our tongue's fabe judgmeni 
thenP 

What pow'r was that, whereby Medea saw, 

And well approv'd, and prais'd the better course ; 
When her rebellious sense did so withdraw 
Her feeble pow*n, that she pursued the "wotb^^ 
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ikd sense persuade Ulysses not to hear 

The mermaid's songs which so his men did please. 

That they were all persuaded, through the ear. 
To quit the ship and leap into the seas ? 

Could any pow'r of sense the Roman move. 

To bum his own ri^t hand with courage stout ? 

Could sense make Marius sit unbound, and prove 
liie cruel lancing of the knotty gout ? 

Doubtless, in man there is a nature found. 
Beside the senses, and above them far ; 

^'Though most men being in sensual pleasures 
drowri'd. 
It seems their souls but in their senses igre." 

JF we had nought but sense, then only they 

Should have sound minds which have their senses 
sound : 

But wisdom grows when senses do decay ; 
And folly most in quickest sense is found. 

Jf we had nought but sense, each Uving wight, 
Which we call brute, would be more sharp than 
we; 

•As having sense's apprehensive might 
In a more clear and excellent degree. 

But they do want that quick discoursing pow'r. 
Which doth in us the erring sense correct ; 

Therefore the bee did suck the painted flow'r. 
And birds, of grapes, the cunning shadow peck'd. 
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Bciiic ouUitlcit kttowtf» the »<nil through oil ihini(» 
§cein 

ftcnfe»circumfUnce ( whc doth the »ub»tiince view; 
Rcni»c iccfi Uui bfirk ( hut nhe the Ufc (tf treei ; 

Hcmtt: hciini» the iioumlii ; hut nUa the coticordu true. 

But wliy do I tlie toul and nenie divide, 
When «enfc i» but a f>ow'r» which tfhe extetub » 

Wliich being in diver* purtf diver»ify'dt 
Hie diver* fomt* of object* apprehend* f 

Till* power *pread# outward* tmt the root dotli grow 
In th' inward *oul, which only doth perceive i 

For th' eye* mid ear* no more their object* know, 
7Mmn gla**e* know wlwt face* they receive. 

For if we chance to Ax our tlunight* ebewheref 
Tliougb our eye* open be, we cannot see : 

And if one pow'r did not both Nce and hear, 
Our *ight* and *ound* would alway* double he* 

Tlien it a aoul a nature, which cofitain* 
The pow'r of tenfe within a greater pow'r ; 

Which doth employ and u*e ttie *en*e'* paini^ 
But ait* and role* within her private bowV. 
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SECTION ra. 

TBIT TBS UOXTL 18 MORE THAIT THI TXNPIBATVBE OF 
TBI HUM0UB8 Or TBS BODT. 

Ir she doth then the subtle sense excel. 

How gross are they tliat drown her in the blood ? 

()r in the body's humours tempered well ; 
As if in them such high perfection stood ? 

As if most skill in that musician were. 
Which had the best, and best tun'd instnimcnt ? 

As if the pencil neat, and colours clear. 
Had power to make the painter excellent P 

Why doth not beauty then refine the wit, 
And good com])]exion rectify the will ? 

Why doth not health bring wisdom still with it ? 
Wliy doth not sickness make men bnitish still. 

Who can in memory, or wit, or will, 
Or air, or lire, or curtb, or water fmd ? 

What alcbyniist can draw, with all his skill. 
The quintessence of these out of tlie mind ? 

If th* elements which have nor life, nor sense, 
Can brec<l in us so great a pow'r as this. 

Why give they not themselves like exctllence, 
C>r other things wherein their mixture is? 

If she were but the bo<ly's quality. 

Then she would be with it siek, maimM, and blind 
Hut we perceive, where these privatum* be^ 

An healthy, pci-foct, and shurp-s'igYilcOt \\uvh\. 
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If she the body's nature did ptrtake, . (cqr:- 

Her strength would with the bodjr^s strength de- 

But when the body's strongest sinews Mat, 
Then is the sou} most adjhre, qidck» and igtf. 

If she were but the body's acddeBt^ 

And her sole bdag did in it siibi4st» 
As white in snow she mig&t hecself absenl* 

And in the bo^s substance not be miaifdL. 

But it on her, not she d&i it, depends i 
For she the body doth sustain and ehezislk; 

Such secret pow'rs of life to it she lends* . 
That when they fail, then doth the body 



Since then the soul works by herself slone, * 
Springs notfrom sense, nor humours well agiMn^ 

Her nature is peculiar, and her own ; 
She is a substance, and a perfect being. , 



SECTION IV. 

THAT THX SOVL IS ▲ STDUT. 

BiTT though this substance be the root of sense. 
Sense knows her not, which doth but bodies know : 

She is a spirit, and heav'nly influence, 
Which from th' fountain of God's spirit doth flew. 

She is a spirit, yet not like air or wind ; 

Nor like the spirits about the heart or brain ; 
Nor like those spirits which alchymists do find, 

AVhcn they in every thing seek gold in vain. 
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For she all natures under Heav'n doth pass, [see, 
Being like those spirits, which God's bright face do 

Or like himself, whose image once she was. 
Though now, alas ! she scarce lus shadow be. 

For of all forms, she holds the first degree. 
That are to g^ss material bo^es knit ; 

Yet she herself is bodyless and free ; 
And, though confin'd, is almost infinite. 

"Were she a body,* how could she remain 
Within this body, which is less than she ? 

Or how' could she the world's great shape contain. 
And in our narrow breasts contained be P 

AH bodies are confin'd within some place. 
But she all place within herself confines : 

All bo^es have their measure and their space ; 
But who can draw the soul's dimeiisive lines ? 

No body can at once two forms admit. 
Except the one the other do deface ; 

But in tlie soul ten thousand forms do sit, 

And none intrudes into her neighbour's place. 

All bodies are with other bodies fiU'd, 

But she receives both Heaven and Earth together : 

Nor are their forms by rash encounter spill'd. 
For there they stand, and neither toucheth either. 

Nor can her wide embracements filled be ; 

For they that most and greatest things embrace. 
Enlarge thereby their mind's capacity, 

As streams cnlarg'd, enlarge the channel's space. 

* That it caunot be a body. 
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I things receiv'd do such proportion take. 

As those things have wherein they are receiv'd ; 

y Httle glasses little faces make, 

And narrow webs on narrow frames arc weav'd. 

'hen what vast body must we make the mind. 
Wherein are men, beasts, trees, towns, seas, and 

\nd yet each thing a proper place doth find, [lands ; 
And each thing in the true proportion stands ? 

Doubtless, this could not be, but that she turns 
Bodies to spirits^ by sublimation^trang^ ; 

As fire converts to fire the things it bums ; 
As we our meats into our nature change. 

From their gross matter she a'bstracts the forms. 
And draws a kind of quintessence from things ; 

Which to her proper nature she transforms, 
To bear them light on her celestial wings. 

This (loth she, when, from things particular, 
She doth abstract the universal kinds. 

Which bodyless and immaterial are. 

And can be only lodg'd witliin our minds. 

And thus, from divers accidents and acts 
Which do within her observation fall. 

She goddesses and pow'rs divine abstracts ; 
As Nature, Fortune, and the Virtues all. 

Ag^n ; how can she several bodies know. 
If in herself a body's form she bear ? 

How can a mirror sundiy faces show. 
If from iH shapes and forms it be not clear ? 



r- -v: ■■'.: ■■■ 
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Kor coidd we llf m eyttt 101 Golbtan I»i^ 
Eiieept ««if eyw WM 9f ■& c^ottn To^ 
Ne» MMiiy tMtst cin aiif toogiw Aioeniy 

Wbldli ft HiWti grarwud bitter kmndroi doy'd. 

ft 

Hot otna mai^ of pMHoni judge mf^i, 
Jbfotq^ Ue ntfinS be from aO ptaiioiui free : 

Nor can a jodge his ofllee wett acquis 
glie po M c« i * d ef either party be. 

« iMliy. thk qdok pow^ . body were. 

Were it aa ewift a^ i$ the wind or fire^ 
( WhOie atoms do the one down side-ways bear. 

And th* other make in pyramids aspire.) 

vHer mmble body yet in time must move. 
And not in instants through iedl places slide : 

But she is nigh and far, beneath, above^ 
In point of time, which thought cannot divide : 

She's sent as soon to China as to Spain ; 

And thence returns, as soon as she is sent : 
She measures with one time, and with one pain, 

An ell of silk, and Heav'n's wide spreading tent. 

As then the soul a substance hath alone. 
Besides the body in which she's confinM ; 

So hath she not a body of her own. 
But is a spirit, and immaterial mind. 

Since body and soul have such divendties. 

Well might we muse, how first their match began • 

But that we learn, that He that spread the side 
And fix'd the Earth, first form'd the soul in 

D2 
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'I'li'iM Inif Promcilieuii, firnt mtulc man of caKii, 
Anrl Mhcd in him a bctam <>f licavcnly fire ; 

Now •» their mother*!! wombi, before their birth, 
Dotli in aJl iotit of men their souU innpire. 

And M Minerva ia in fables said, 

From Jovr, without a mother, to proceed : 
Ho our true .lover, witttout a mother's aid, 

Doth daily uuIUons of Minervas breed. 



8BCTI0N V. 

KRROIfKOIJS OriNIUffM Of THK t'ltKATIOW Of SOVUT. 

TiiKW neither from ctrrnity before, 

Nor from the time, when time's ftrst point begim, 
Miulv he all nouIh, which now he keeps in store ; 

Home in the Moon, and others in the Hun : 

Nor in a secret cloister doth he keep 
'I'heno virgin-spirits, till their marriage day ; 

Nor locks them up in chambers, where they sleep. 
Till they awake within tliese beds of clay. 

Nor did he first a certain number make, 
Infusing part in beast and part in men ; 

And, M unwilling further pains to take, 
Would make no more than those he framed then. 

So Cliat the widow smd, her body dying. 
Unto the next born body married was; 
And so, by oflen changing and supplying, 
Men's goiUi to beniitk ftnd beanti to men Oi\d i^%it. 
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(Theie thoogbts ate food; far amce the bodies 
bom 

Be more in number fkr, thm those that die» 
Thousaiids most be abortiTe» and fbrlom 

Efe others* deaths to them their souls suppljr:) 

^fot as OodV handmaid. Nature, doth create 
Bo£es in tame distinct, and order due ; 

So Qod gires soob the hke soccesiiTe date^ 
Which himself makea^ in bodies fmmed new : 

Which himself makes of no material thing; 

For unto angels he no pow'r hath g^v'n 
'Either to form the shape, or stuff to bring 

From air or fire, or substance of the Heav'n. 

Nor herein doth he Nature's sernce use; 

For though from bodies she can bodies bring, 
Tet could she never souk from souls traduce. 

As fire from fire, or light from light doth spring. 



SECTION VI. 

THAT THS SOUL IS HOT EX TSADVCS. 

Alas ! that some who were great lights of old. 
And in their hands the lamp of God did bear ! 

Some rey'rend fathers did this error hold. 
Having their eyes dimm'd with reli^ous fear. 
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OBJICTIOir. 

For when; say they, by rule of faith we iindi 

That ev'ry soul unto her body knit, 
Brings from the mother's womb the sin of kind. 

The root of all the ill she doih commit. 

How can we say that God the soul doth make, 
Dut we must make him author of her tin ? 

Then from man'H houI she doth beginning take, 
Since in man's soul corruption did begin. 

For if God make her firHt, he makes her ill, 

(Whicli God forbid our thouglits sliould yield 

Or makes the body her fair form to spill, [unto ;) 
Wliich, of itself, it had not pow'r to do. 

Not Adam's body, but his soul did sin. 
And so herself unto corruption brought i 

But our poor souJ corrupted is within, 

Kre she liad sinn'd, eitlier in act or thought : 

And yet we sec in her such pow'rs divine. 
As we could gladly tliink, from God she came : 

Fain would we make him author of the wme, 
If for the dregs we could some other blame. 

A2rSW£R. 

Thus these £^od men with holy zeal were blinds 
len on the other part the truth did shine i 
lereof we do clear demonstrations find, 
^r light of nature, and by light divine. 



None are io gitM m to. contend for Hiii^ 
TluKt •oolt horn bodies may tnuiuced be i 

Between wboie natures no pn^KUtion 1% 
When lootand braadi in nature alifl agiee. 

But mniy aobtikk wits hst^ jusdiy d^ 
That aonlilSmn aoola apiritoidly may apfing; 

Which (if the nature of the aool be try'd) 
Wine^enianatnepnnreaagroaaatkiBI^. - 



SECTION vn. 

xuaoss nEAwx rmoM vATumi. 

k^B an things nade^ are either made of nought. 
Or made of gtuff ih&t ready made doth stand s 

Of nought no creature ever formed ought» 
For that is proper to th' Almighty's hand. 

If then the soul another soul do make. 
Because her pow'r is kept within a bound. 

She must some former stuff or matter take ; 
But in the soul there is no matter found. 

Then if her heavenly form do not ag^ee 
With any matter which the world contains, 

Then she of nothing must created be ; 
And to create, to God alone pertains. 

Again, if souls do other souls beget, 

'Tis by themselves, or by the body's pow'r : 
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If by themselves, what doth their working let. 
But they might souls engender ev'ry hour ? 

If by the body, how can wit and will 

Join with the body only in this act. 
Since when they do their other works fulfil. 

They from the body do themselves abstract. 

Again, if souls of souls begotten were. 
Into each other they should change and move : 

And change and motion still corruption bear ; 
How shall we then the soul immortal prove P 

If, lastly, souls do generation use. 

Then should they spread incorruptible seed : 
"What then becomes of that which they do lose. 

When th* act of generation do not speed ? 

And though the soul could cast spiritual seed. 
Yet would she not, because she never dies ; 

For mortal things desire their like to breed. 
That so they may their kind immortalize. 

Therefore the angels sons of God are nam'd. 
And marry not, nor are in marriage giv'n : 

Their spirits and ours are of one substance fi*amM, 
And have one father, e'en the I^ord of Heaven ; 

Who would at first, that in each other thing 
The earth and water living souls should breed. 

But that man's soul, whom he would make their 
king, 
Sboidi from himself immediately proceed. 
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I 

And wlicn he took the woman fVom man's aidei 
Doubtless himself inspired her soul alone : 

For 'tis not said, he did man's soul divide, 
But took flesh of his flesh, bone of his bono. 

Lastl}', Ciod being made man for man's own sake, 
And being like man in all, except in sin. 

His bmly from the virgin's womb did take ; 
Ilut all agree, God form'd his soul within. 

llien is the soul from God; so Pagans say, 
Which saw by Nature's light her hcav'niy kind ; 

Naming her kin to (iod, and (aod's bright ray, 
A citizen of Hcav'n, to Earth confin'd. 

Uut now 1 fi'cl, they pluck me by the car, 
>Vhnm my young Muhc so boldly termed blind ! 

And crave more beuv'nly light, that cloud to clear. 
Which makes them tliink, God dotli not make 
the mind. 



SECTION VIII. 

nCASOMH FUO^ UIVIlflTT. 

God doubtless makes her, and dotlimakc her good. 

And gi*aftH her in tiie body, there to spring; 
Which, though it be corrupted flesh and blood. 

Can no way to the soul corniption bring : 

Yet is not God Uie autJior of her ill, 
Thoutfb Mutlittr of Iwr being, and being l\\^:\v 
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And if wc dare to judge our Maker's will, 
lie cull condemn ub, and himself can clear. 

First, (aod from infinite eternity . 

Decreed, wliat liath been, is, or shall be done ; 
And was rcsolv'd that ev'ry man should be, 

And in his turn bis race of life should run : 

And HO did purpose all tlie souls to make. 

That ever have been made, or ever sliall ; ' 

And that their being* tliey should only take 
In human bodies, or not be at all. 

Was it then fit that such a weak event 
(Weakness itself, the sin and full of man) 

His counscPs execution should prevent. 
Decreed and fix'd before the world began .' 

Or that one penal law, by Adam broke, 

Should make Ciod break Iiih own eternal law ; 

The settled order of the world revoke, 
And change all forms of things which he foresaw ^ 

Could Kve's weak hand, extended to the tree. 
In sunder rent that adamantine chaii), 

"Whose golden links, effects and cuu'<r f be; 
And which to God's own chair dotlt Hx'd remain ^ 

O coukl we see how cause from cause doth spring* 
How mutually they link'd and folded are ! 

And hear how oft one disagreeing sU'ing 
The harmony dotli rather make than mar ' 
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And view at once how death by sin is brought ; 

And how from death a better life doth rise ! 
How this God's justice, and his niercy taught ! 

We this decree would praise, as right and wise. 

But we that measure limes by first and last, 
The sight of things successively do take, 

When God on all at once his view doth cast. 
And of all times doth but one instant make. 

All in himself, as in a glass, he sees ; 

For from him, by him, through him, all things be i 
His sight is not discoursive, by degrees ; 

But seeing th* whole, each single part doth sec. 

He looks on Adam as a root or well ; 

And on liis heirs as branches, and as streams : 
He sees all men as one man, thougli they dwell 

In sundry cities, and in sundry realms. 

And as the root and brancli arc but one tree, 
And well and stream do but one river make ; 

So, if the root and well corrupted be. 
The stream and branch the same corruption tak*' 

»o, when the root and fountain of mankind 
Did draw corruption, and God's curse, by sin ; 
his was a ciiarge, that all his heirs did bind. 
And all liis offspring gTcw cornipt thcr(;in. 

id as when th' hand doth strike, the man o<Vend> 
For part from whole, law severs not in tliis) 
Adam's sin to the whole kind extends ; 
'or all their natures are but pari of liis. 
01. IV. 1 : 
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Therefore this fin of kind, not pcrsonkl. 

But real and hereditary was ; 
The guilt thereof, and punishment to all. 

By course of nature and of law doth paM. 

For as that easy law was giv'n to all. 
To ancestor and heir, to first and last f 

So was the first transgression general ; 
And all did pluck the fruit, and all did taste. 

Of this we find some footsteps in our law, 
M^hich dotli her root from God and Nature take » 

Ten thousand men she doth together draw. 
And of tlicm all one corporation make : 

yet these, and their successors, are but one ; 

Ami if they gain or lose their liberties. 
They harm or profit not tlicmselves alone. 

But such as in succeeding times shall rise. 

And so tlie ancestor, and all his heirs, 
Though they in number pass the stars of Heaven, 

Are still but one ; liis forfeitures are theirs, 
And unto them are his advancements giv'n : 

His civil acts do bind and bar them all ; 

And as from Adam all con*uption take, 
So, if the father's crime be capital, 

In all the blood law doth corruption make. 

Ts it then just with us, to disinherit 

Th' unborn nephews, for the futlier^s fault ; 
And to advance again, for one man's merit, 
^1 tbouftand bc'iTs that have deserved WAii^lt 



THX BfXOKTALITT OF THS MVL. 6t 

And is not God's decree as just as ours, 
If he, for Adam's sin, his sons deprive 

Of all those native virtues, and those pow'rs, 
Which he to him and to his race did give ? 

For what is this contagious sin of kind, 

But a privation of that gpraceAv^ithin, 
And of that great rich dowry of the mind. 

Which all had had, but for the first roan's sin r 

If then a man on light conditions gain 
A great estate, to him and his, for ever ; 

If wiUully he forfeit it again, 
Who doth bemoan his heir, or blame the giver r 

So, though Ck>d make the soul good, rich, and fair. 
Yet when her form is to the body knit. 

Which makes the man, which man is Adam's heir. 
Justly forthwith he takes his grace from it : 

And then the soul, being first from nothing brought^ 
When God's grace fails her, doth to nothing fall ; 

And this declining proneness unto nought. 
Is e'en that sin that we are bom withal. 

Yet not alone the first good qualities. 

Which in the first soul were, deprived are ; 

But in their place the contrary do rise. 
And real spotsof sin her beauty mar. 

Nor is it strange tliat Adam's ill desert 
Should be transferr'd unto his guilty race. 

When Christ his grace and justice doth impail, 
To men unjust, and such as have no grace. 
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Lastly, the soul were better so to be 
Born slave to sin, than not to be at all ; 

Since (if she do believe) one sets her free, 
That makes her mount the higher for her fiiU. 

Yet this the curious wits will not content; 

They yet will knew (since God foresaw this ill) 
Why his high providence did not prevent 

The declination of the first man's will. 

If by his word he had the current stay'd 
Of Adam's will, which was by nature free. 

It had been one, as if his word had said, 
I will henceforth that man no man shall be. 

For what is man without a moving mind, 

"Which hath a judging wit, and choosing will r 

Now, if God's power should her election bind. 
Her motions then would cease and stand all still. 

And why did God in man this soul infuse. 
But that he should his maker know and love ? 

Now, if love be coropell'd, and cannot choose. 
How can it grateful or thank-worthy prove ? 

Love must free-hearted be, and voluntary ; 

And not enchanted, or by fate constrain'd : 
Nor like that love, which did Ulysses carry 

To Circe's isle, with mighty charms enchain'd. 

Besides, were we unchangeable in will. 

And of a wit that nothing could misdeem ; 
£9ual to God, whose wisdom shineth still, 
-^nd never ^rr^ we might ourselves es^/eeni. 
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thtt if man would bo unvaiiablc, 
He moBt be God, or like a rock or tree ; 
For e'en the perfect angels were not stable, 
But had a fall more desperate than we. 

Then let us praise that pow'r, wliich makes us be 
Men as we are, and rest contented so ; 

And, knowing man's fall was curiosity. 
Admire God's counsels, which we cannot know 

And let us know that God tlic maker is 
Of all the souls, in all the men that be ; 

Yet their corruption is no fault of his. 
But the first man's tliat broke God's first decree 



SECTION IX. 

WHT TBI SOUL IS UNITKI) TO TBK BODY. 

Tbis substance, and tliis spirit of God's own making*. 

Is in the body plac'd, and planted here, 
*' Tluit botli of God, and of the world partakiag, 

Of all that is, man might the image bear." 

God first made angels bo<lile8s, pure minds ; 

Then other things, which mindless bodies be ; 
Last he made man, th' horizon twixt both kinds, 

In whom we do the world's abridgment see. 

Besides, this world below did need one wight, 
Which might thereof distinguish ev'ry partt 

Mkkc use thereof, and take therein de^gYv\\ 
And order tlungs with industry and art*. 

L2 
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'Which also God migpht in his works admire. 

And here beneatli yield him botlt pray'r and praise , 

As there, above, the holy anj^els choir 

Doth spread his glory forth with spiritual lays. 

T^astly, the brute, unreasonable wights, 
Did want a visible king, o'er tliem to reig^ : 

And God himself thus to the world unites. 
That so the world might endless bliss obtain. 



SECTION X. 

I]f WHAT KAVITEB THE SOUL IS UNITED TO TBI BOAT 

But how shall we this union well express P 
Naught ties the soul, her subtlety is such ; 

She moves the body, which she doth possess ; 
Yet no part toucheth, but by virtue's touch. 

Then dwells she not therein, as in a tent ; 

Nor as a pilot in his ship doth sit ; 
Nor as the spider in his web is pent ; 

^Nor as the wax retains the print in it ; 

Nor as a vessel water doth contain ; 

Nor as one liquor in another shed ; 
Nor as the heat doth in the fire remain ; 

Nor as a voice throughout the air is spread : 

But as the fair and cheerful morning light 
Doth here and there her silver beams impart, 

And in an instant doth herself unite 
To the trungpwent air in all and ey'ry p«rt 
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Still resting whole, when blows the air divide ; 

Abiding^ pure when th' air is most corrupted ; 
Throughout the air, her beams dispersing wide ; 

And when the air is toss'd, not interrupted ; 

So doth the piercing soul the body fill. 
Being all in all, and all in part diffus'd ; 

Indivisible, incorruptible still ; 
Nor forc'd, encountered, troubled, or confus'd. 

And as the Sun above the light doth bring. 
Though we behold it in the air below ; 

So from the eternal light tlie soul dotli spring. 
Though in the body she her pow'rs do show. 



SECTION XI. 

HOW T0E SOUL EXERCISES HER POWERS IX THE IIOUY. 

But as the world's Sun doth effect beget 
Different, in divers places, every day ; 

Here autumn's temperature, their summer's heat ; 
Here flow'ry spring-tide, and there winter grey. 

Here ev'n, there morn ; here noon, there day, there 
night, [some dead ; 

Melts wax, dries clay, makes flow'rs, some quick. 
Makes the Moor black, the European white ; 

Th' American tawny, and th' East Indian red : 

So in our httle world, this soul of ours 
Being only one, and to one body ty'd. 

Doth use, on divers objects, divers powers ; 
And so are her effects diversify'd. 
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SECTION XU. 

TBS VBeXTATIYE POWER OF TBI 80UL. 

Hm quick'ning power in ev'ry living part, 
DoUi as a nurse or as a mother serve ; 

And doth employ her economic art. 
And busy care, her household to preserve. 

Here she attracts, and there she doth retain ; 

There she decocts, and doth the food prepare ; 
There she distributes it to ev'ry vein, 

There she expels what she may fitly spare. 

This pow*r to Martha may compared be. 

Who busy was, the household things to do : 
Or to a Dryas, living in a tree : 

For e'en to trees this pow'r is proper too. 

And though the soul may not this pow'r extend 
Out of the body, but still use it there ; 

She hath a pow'r which she abroad doth send. 
Which views and searcheth all things ev*ry where. 



SECTION xm. 

TBE POWER OF SENSE. 



Tbis power is sense, which from abroad doth bring 
The colour, taste, and touch, and scent, and sound. 

The guantity and shape of ev'ty thing 
Witiu'tt Earth'B centre, or He«v'n*a circle f^ud. 



Kiir^ in pirti'iinde fit^ fit objects takes ; 
not the lldqgi^ but finm of things recdves ; 
inn ftlcdi m wsz impreaioQ makes» 
» print 1ketehi» but not itseH^ h lesTes. • 

lioqgli lUngs sensible be mmlieiless, 
^flp|f ftre t£e sense's orgwis be ; 
t I|m fire* sU things their fimns ezpfeii^ 
itiiwn esn toocfa, tsste, feel, or hesr» or see. 

SI»U i6=irindow% through the which she views 
hj^i^ ofknowMge, which is life's kMul-star : 
,j)«t^'whfln she these spectsdes doth use» 
W9Mj tfaiDgs seem greater than they are." 



SECTION XIV. 



SSXING. 



. the two eyes, which have the seeing pow'r, 
id as one watchman, spy, or centinel, 
fAie'd aloft, within the head's high tow'r ; 
. tilough both see, yet both but one thing tell. 

mirrors take into their little space 
ibrms of Moon and Sun, and ev'ry star, 

tj body, and of ev*ry place, < 

i^ with the world's wide arms embraced are i 

eir best object, and their noblest use, 
esfter in another world will be, 
God ill tbem shall besiy'nly light mfase^ 
tAce to face they m&y their Maker see. 



SB SITIZB. 

Here are they guides which do the body lead, 
Which else would stumble in eternal night : 

Here in this world they do much knowledge read* 
And are the casements which admit most light : 

They are her furthest reaching instrument. 
Yet they no beams unto their objects send; 

But all the rays are from their objects sent. 
And in the eyes with pointed angles end. 

If th* objects be far off, the rays do meet 
In a sharp point, and so things seem but small : . 

If they be n,ear, their rays do spread and fleet. 
And make broad points, that things seem great 
withal. 

Lastly, nine tilings to sight required are ; 

TIic pow*r to see, tlie Ug'ht, tlie visible thing. 
Being not too small , loo t/dn, too nig^h, too far, 

Clear apace and time, the form distinct to bring. 

Thus see we how the soul dotli use the eyes, 
As instruments of her quick pow'r of sight r 

Hence doth tli' arts optic, and fair painting rise ; 
Painting, which doth all gentle minds delight. 
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SECTION XV. 

HSABIHS. 

Now let us hear how she the ears employs : 
Their office is the troubled air to take ; 

Which in their mazes forms a sound or noise, 
Whereof herself doth true distinction make. 

These wickets of the soul are plac'd on high, 
Because all sounds do lightly mount aloft t 

And that they may not pierce too violently. 
They are delayed with turns and windings off. 

For should the voice directly strike the brain. 
It would astonish and confuse it much ; 

Therefore these plaits and folds the sound restrain, 
That it the organ may more gently touch. 

As streams, which with their winding banks do play, 
Stopp'd by their creeks, run softly tlirough the 
plain: 

So in th' ear's lab3rrinth the voice doth stray. 
And doth with easy motion touch the brain. 

This is the slowest, yet the daintiest sense ; 

For e'en the ears of such as have no skill. 
Perceive a discord, and conceive offence ; 

And, knowing not what's good, yet find the ill. 

And though this sense first gentle music found. 
Her proper object is the speech of men ; 

But that speech chiefl/ which. God's heralds souivCi, 
"When their tonnes utter what his spirit did \ic;T\, 



(H) f . DATIE8. 

Our cyc8 have lids, our ears still ope we see, 
Quickly to hear how ev'ry tale is prov'd : 

Our eyes still move, our cars unmoved be ; * 

That though we hear quick, we be not quickly 
mov*d. 

Thus by the organs of the eye and ear, 
The soul with knowledge doth herself endue : 

" Thus she her prison may with pleasure bear, 
Having such prospects, all the world to view.** 

These conduit-pipes of knowledge feed the mind. 
But th* other three attend the body still ; 

For by their services the soul doth find, 
Wliat tilings are to the body good or ill. 



SECTION XVI. 

TA.BTE. 

The body's life with meats and air is fed. 

Therefore the soul doth use the tasting pow'r 

In veins, which through the tongue and palate 
spread, 
Disling^sh ev'ry relish, sweet and sour. 

This is the body's nurse ; but since roan's wit 
Found th' art of cook'ry to delight his sense. 

More bodies are consum'd and kill'd with it. 
Than with the sword, famine, or pestilence. 
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SECTION xvn.. 

"* ' 

« SHXLLISe. 

KTi^, in iht nostrils she doth tise thr sniell : 
Asi3od the breath of fife in them dUl'i^ve ; 

So iotket he now this pov'r m^tbem to dwells 
l^B. ja4||r6 ail. airs, wheieby we.bmcthe and live. 

Una sense 18 also nustress of an art, 
. Whidi to soft people sweet perfumes doth sell ; 
Tlioagh.tfais dear art doth little good impact, 
** Since tiiey ^amell best^ that do of nothing 
•melL^ 

And yet good scents d6 pnrify the brain, 
Awiike the fimcy, and the wits refine ? 

Hence old Devotion incense did ordain. 
To make men's spirits apt for thoughts divine. 



- SECTION xvm. 

rEELTKG. 

Lastly, the feeling pow'r, which is life's root. 
Through ev'ry living ]iart itself doth shed 

By sinews, which extend from head to foot ; 
And* like a net, all o'er the body spread. 

• 

Muoh like a subtle spider,* which doth sit 
In middle of her web, which spreadeth wide ; 

* The tpider's touch how exquisitely fine, 
¥eeU Ml eaeb tbiettd, and Jivei along the Vine* 

„ _- Pope** Ettay wi Mim* 

V0z.IV, F 
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If augfat do toudi the utmoft tliK«d of it. 
She feels it insUntljr on ey*ry tide. 

By touch, the fint pure qualities we learn. 
Which quiteken an thin^ hot, cold,Viiioist^ and 
dry: 

By touch, hard, mH, roqgh, nnooth, we do dBaeem ; 
By touch, sweet pleasure and sharp pain we try. 



SECTION XIX. 

OF TBS IXAOUTATIOir, OB GOMXOV 8BVSB. 

There are the outward instruments of sense ; 

These are the guards which ev'ry thii^ must 
pass. 
Ere it approach the nund's intelligence. 

Or touch the fantasy, wit's looking-glass. 

And yet these porters, which all things admit. 
Themselves perceive not, nor discAm the thiQgpi: 

One common pow'r doth in the forehead nt. 
Which all their proper forms together brings. 

For all those nerves, which spirits of sense do bear. 
And to those outward organs spreading go. 

United are, as in a centre, there ; [know. 

And there this pow'r those sundry forms doth 

I'hose outward organs present things receive. 
This inward sense doth absent things retiun ; 
Yet strsLig'ht transmits all forms she doth perceive, 
(^nto an higher rcfpoR of \.\ie \i"mi\. 






f 
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SECTION 

Wiisn fiuitasjTy near hand-maid to the mind, 
8it% and behold% and doth discern them all ; 

GoBpomidf in one^ thii^ diff'rent in their kind ; 
Coii^ires the bluck and white, the great and 
mxtSL 

Beddefl^ IhcNie single fortes she doth esteem. 
And ill her babnce doth their Talues try; 

Where mme tiiiligs good, and 8(Hne thing* in do 
And' neatnd some, in her fantastic eye. [seem. 

This busy pow'r is working day and night ; 

For when the outward senses rest do take, 
A thousand dreams, fiiiitastical and light, 

Wiih flutt*ring wings do keep her still awake. 



SECTION XXI. 

SENSrriTE HEMOBT. 

Ytr always all may not afore her be ; 

Suceeinyely she this and that intends ; 
Therefore such forms as she doth cease to see, 

To memory's large volume she commends. 

This ledger-book Hes in the brain behind, 
like Janus' eye, which in his poll was set: 

The layman's tabJeg, storehouse of the nnxid-, 
WJiich dotk remember much, and inuc\ifeT^^V. 



Iltvf*. u*rt\nf\ n\iprr,Unmtm end doih taka ; 

An when ti Ntont itf into wutcr cHMf, 
Onit rinrjf dotli unotlier circln mukc, 

'I ill the itiMt circ'Jo tottch ilic bntik ui IunI 



HKCTION XXII. 

IIIK lUMMMlW (IV TIIK NK»ri|ft. 

DvT thouffh (lie nppt'elietiHivr pow'r do ptiUHC, 
11»c rtiotivo virtue then beifinn t<) move i 

Which ill the heart bch)w doth \mimUmH cmne, 
Joy, f(v'u*i', undfeur, ttiid hope, ntid hiite, and love. 

Hiene poiMtonii Imve a fVee eommonditt^ ndgbt« 
And diverN octionM in our hie do hreedi 

Por ttll oetM done without true rroNOtt'N lii^ht, 
Do from the pawNion oi'the HeiiNe pro<'eed. 

Hut «ince thr brain dotli Unlifc. thr ()ow*rN nfntetina, 
flow makew it in the heort thoNe poMNionnNprini^? 

The mutual h)ve, the kind inteUif^enei* 
'Twixt heart and brain, thiw Nympathy doth brin|f, 

From the kind heat, wliieh in the lieart doth reign, 
'f1)e apiriUi of life do their be|cinnin)( take ( 

Tbeoe npirita of life Aoctetidinj^ to the brain, [mftkf. 
When they eomis there, the NpiritM ol' nanno do 

TheM •pintf'of wenoe, in fantaoyV hi|fli eourt« 

Swige of the fomm of objeetN, ill or well i 
And§0 they iKftul a |pood or ill report 

wn to the heaH, whcjfc ii\l att'ccVliwH CivitM. 
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If tlie r^Kirt be good, it caiuieth lore. 
And longing bope, tnd well m&ared joy: 

if it be iD, then doth it hatred moTOj 
And trettbfing fen% aiid rezing grieft annoy* 

Tet were tfaele natmid afieeHms good, 
(Pb^ th^ iRiddi wint ^on, bloekt or dei^ be) 

tf rdnon in her iBrat petfeetion aloo^ 
Thxt ahe m^a^t Natore'a paa^ona rectify. 



SECTION xxm. ' 

I.OCAL XOTIOir. 

BsanMBSy ftno&er motive-power doth 'rise 

Out.of the heart, from whose pure blood do spring 

The vital spirits ; which, bom in arteries, 
Continual motion to al) parts do bring. 

This makes the pulses beat, and lungs respire ; 

This holds the sinews like a bridle's reins; 
And makes the body to advance, retire. 

To turn, or stop, as she them slacks or strains. 

Thus the soul tunes the body's instruments. 
These harmonies she makes with life and sense ; 

The organs fit are by the body lent. 
But th' actions flow from the soul's influence. 



F 2 
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SECTION XXIV. 

THE IITTBLLSCTUAL POWEB8 OF TBI SOUI. 

But now I have a will, yet want a wit, 
T' express the working of the wit and wili; 

Which, though their root he to the body knit. 
Use not the body, when they use their skill. 

These pow'rs the nature of the soul declare. 
For to man's soul these only proper be ; 

For on the Earth no other wights ^ere are 
That have these heavenly powers, but only we. 



SECTION XXV. 

WIT, REASON, UNDEH8TAWDING, OPINION, JUBGaTEirT, 

WISDOM. 

The wit, the pupil of the soul's clear eye. 
And in man's, world the only shining star. 

Looks in the mirror of the fantasy. 

Where all the gath'rings of the senses are. 

From thence this pow'r the shapes of things ab- 
stracts. 

And them within her passive part receives. 
Which are enlight'ned by that part which acts ; 

And so the forms of snngle things perceives. 

But after, by discoursing to and fro, 
ADticipating and compaiing tlungs. 



nn mmnMBRT ov xn lovs. w 

She doBi all xaainamiL natoYet know* 
And aU eflfecta inia Ihfiir ca wi ea Imrqi^ 



Whenaba-iatcathingiy and aovw^fipoa gtoiiiid to 
groondy 
Tte name of Teanui dM obtvna by thk: 
Bat vlite bf fMMon die tke tnitlt hatfa iN^^ 
• And atisndefh fiz'd, she undmtandbif .la. 

1 1 

When lier aasent she ligfatlj doth incfine 
To ciflier pari« ahe ta opinion^ Bght : 

fiat iHiem die dcrtih b j principlea define 
A ceitaftn trath, ihehath true jvdgment'a dgfat. 

And aa fiwm aenaea, reaaoii's wofk doth iq»riiig, 
80 aoany xeaadna undentanding gain ; 

And many iiiidentan^UDg8» knowledge brings 
And hj mudi knowledge, wisdom we obtain. 

9o^ manj stun we must ascend tprigfat 
Ere we attain to wisdom's high degree : 

80 doth tiiia earth eclipse our reason's light. 
Which else (in instants) would like ang^ see. 



SECTION XXVI. 

IHITATX IBBAS IX TBI SOUL. 

YsT hath the aonl a dowry natural. 

And sparks of light, some common things to see \ 
Not being a blank where naught is writ at all. 

But wJbMt tie writer will, may written be. 



6S IIAVIKA. 

For Nftturc in tnftn'i heart her lawi doth pert, 
Prcfcribing' truth to wit, and good to will ; 

Which do accuie, or clie excuse all men, 
For er'ry thought or practice, g*ood or ill : 

And yet thcde fparkt grow almost infinite, 
Making the world, and all therein, their food ( 

As fire so spreafls, as no place holdeth it. 
Doing noiirinli'd still with new supplies of wood. 

And though these sparks were almost quench'd 
with sin. 

Yet they whom that just One hath justifyM, 
Have them increasM with hcav'nly liglit within ; 

And, like the widow'fi oil, still multiply'd. 



SECTION xxvn. 

THS POWKIt or wilt., AND RRLATIOX BKTWCKlf TRk 

WIT A.NII WILL. 

Anu an this wit should goodness truly know, 
Wv. linve a will, wiiich that true good should 
choose, 

Though will do oft (when wit fulsc forms doth show) 
Take ill for good, and good for ill refuse. 

Will puts in practice what the wit dcviseth : 
Will ever acts, and wit contemplates still : 
And M from wit the pow'r of wisdom risctlj, 
AH other vlrtuei dauglittn axe o^ vi^« 
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Will is the prince, and wit the counsellor. 
Which doth for common g^ood in council sit ; 

And when wit is resolv'd, will lends her pow*r 
To execute what is advisM by wit. 

Wit is the mind's chief judj^c, which doth control 
Of fancy's court the judgments false and vain: 

Will holds the royal sceptre in the soul, 
And on the passions of the heart dotli reign. 

Will is as free as any emperor, 
Nought can restrain her gentle liberty : 

No tyrant, nor no torment jjath the pow*r 
To make us will, when we unwilling bo. 



SECTION XX VIII. 

THE INTELLECTUAL MEMORY. 

To these high powers a store-house doth pertain. 
Where they all arts and general reasons lay ; 

Which in the soul, e'en after death, remain. 
And no Lethean flood can wash away. 



rO SAViie. 



SECTION XXfX. 

THE DKPKMDEIfCT Op THE SOUl'h FJLCVLTlhi UPOH 

XACH 07*11X11. 

Til 18 is the Bou]» and these her virtues be ; [ends» 
Which, tliougii tlicy have their sundry proper 

And one exceeds another in degree, 
Yet each on other mutually depends. 

Our wit is giv'n Almighty God to know ; 

Ournvill is giv'n to love him, being known : 
But God couKl not be known to us below, [shown. 

l)ut by his works, which tlirough the sense arc 

And UH the wit doth reap the fruits of sense, 
So doth the quick'ning pow'r the senses feed : 

Thus while they do their sundry gifts dispense, 
" The best the service of tlie least doth need." 

Ev'n BO the king his magistrates do serve, 
Yet commons feed both magistrates and king : 

'i'hc common's peace the magistrates preserve. 
My borrowed pow'r, which from the prince dotli 
spring. 

Tiie quick'ning power would be, and so would rest; 

The sense would not be only, but be well : 
))ut wit's ambition longeth to the best. 

For it desires in endless bUss to dwell. 



Aai tbese thre« pow^n tfaiee Mtti of aen do 

For 8oma» like plants^ their Tetni do only fiO ; 
And ■oiiie» lilpe b^Mta, tiieir Mniet* pleamm take ; 
And MM^ like aqgela^ do oontanplnte itill* 



TkeraAire tiie ftblet tam'd tome men to flow'rt, 
Ai|d others did with bratiah lorms inreat ; 

And did of others make oeicatial pow*n^ 
like angeb, which atiU tnnre], yet atill rest. 

Tet theae three pow^ are not three aouh^ hut 
one; 

Aa oqe and two are both. contained in three ; 
lliree being one' number by itself alone, 

A shadow of tiie blessed Trinity. 

Oh ! what is man, great Maker of mankind ! 

That thou to him so g^reat respect doai bear 1 
Hiat thou adom'st him with so bright a mind, 

Ifak'at him a king, and e'en an angePs peer ! 

Oh! wh|tt a lively life, what heav'nly pow'r. 
What apreading virtue, what a sparkling fire. 

How great, how plentiful, how rich a dow*r 
Dost thou within this dying flesh inspire ! 

Thou leav*st thy print in other works of thine ; 

But thy whole image thou in man hast writ: 
There cannot be a creature more divine. 

Except (like thee) it should be infinite ! 

But it exceeds man's thought, to think how l\\|^\v « 
QodhMtb nis'dnmn, aiace God a maa beca^nc -. 
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The ang^eltt do admire tills myvlery, 
And are astonish'd wlien Uiey view the Bume. 

Nor hath he pv'n these blesHinje^H for a day. 
Nor made them on the body's life depend : 

The sold, thoiig'h made in time, survives for ay ; 
And though it liatli beginning, sees no end. 



SECTION XXX. 

THAT TH£ SOUL IB IMMORTAf., i'UUVJSD BY SEVLRAL 

UKASU&K. 

Huh only end is never-ending bliss, 

Which is, the eternal face of God to see ; 

Wlio, last of ends, and first of causes is : 
And, to do this, she must eternal be. 

How senseless then and dead a soul hath he, 
Which thinks his soul doth with his body die. 

Or thinks not so, but so would have it be, 
That he might sin with more security i 

For though these light and vicious persons wy. 
Our soul is but a smoke, or airy blast, 

Which, during life, doth in our nostiils play. 
And when we die doth turn to wind at last : 

Although they say, ** Come, let us eat and drink \ 

Our life is but a spark, which quickly dies :*' 
Though thus they say, they know not what to 

think ; 
Hut in their mliidi ten tliousQAd d^vSolU vna^. 
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Therefore no heretics desire to spread 
Their light opinions, like these epicures; 

For so their staggering thoughts are comforted. 
And other men's assent their doubt assures. 

Yet though these men against their conscience 
strive. 
There are some sparkles in their flinty breasts. 
Which cannot be extinct, but still revive; 
That, though they would, they cannot quite be 
beasts. 

But whoso makes a mirror of his mind. 

And doth with patience view himself therein. 

His soul's eternity shall clearly find. 
Though th' other beauties be defac'd with sin. 



REASON I. 

Drawn from the desire ofkn^ledge, 

FiBST, in man's mind we find an appetite 
To learn and know the truth of ev*ry tjiing. 

Which is co-natural, and born with it. 
And from the essence of the soul doth spring. 

With this desire, she hath a native might 
To find out ev'ry truth, if she had time ; 

Th' innumerable effects to sort aright. 
And, by degrees, from cause to cause to climb- 

But since our life so fast away dotli slide, 
As doth a hungry eagle through the Vf vivd ; 

Voz. IV. Q 
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Or as a ship transported with the tide. 
Which in their passage leave no print behind. 

Of which swift little time so Tmich we spend. 
While some few tilings we through the sense < 

That our i^ort race of life is at an end, [strai 
Ere we the principles of skill attain. 

Or God (who to vain ends hath nothing done) 
In vain this appetite and pow'r hath giv'n ; 

Or else our knowledge, which is here begun. 
Hereafter must be perfected in Heav'n. 

God never gave a pow'r to one whole kind. 
But most part of that kind did use tlie same : 

>Io8t eyes have perfect sight, though some 1 
blind; 
Most legs can nimbly run, though some be lam 

But in thb life, no soul the truth can know 
So perfectly, as it hath pow'r to do : 

If then perfection be not found below. 
An higher place must make her mount thereto 



REASOir TI.. 

Draramfrom the motion of the »ouL 

A^Aiir, how can she but immortal be, 

When, with the motions of both will and wit, 
She BtJJ] Ajspireth to eternity, 
An^ never rata, till she attw to \\>\ 



•ipr: 
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Water m eotMhatffpct can fiae no la^jbtet 
Tkm^^ifr'i/y^hiBtd, team idieace il tat doOi 



TImb^ aiMi tO'Ctenal God Ae dotli ^ggm, 
* 81m canatbtbebiiiaiietenialdiiBif. 

«< AQ flMviiv ti^nga to othar tbbiga d« aoTc^ 
Of IImb aame kiiid whioii ahowa fliar aatui^ 

So eartfifiiUa down, and fire doth mount aboi?e» 
Tin boA Ibw jptopor eieoienta do tottch. 



And at tile nMiatore, ^ioh the thuity earth 
8ack»ll><om the aea» to fin her emptgr reiMy^ 

From oiA her womb at kat doth take a Inrth, 
And rana a Ijmph aiong the graaa^ plaina: 

JLong doth the atajr, as lotii to leave the hadf 
' From wboae soft side she first did issue make 
She tastes all places, turns to ev'ry hand» 
Her flow'ry banks unwilfing to fiaraake : 

Yet Nature ao her streams doth lead and carry, 
Aa that her course doth make no final stay, 

TiU she herself unto the ocean marry, 
Within whose waf ry bosom first she lay. 

E'en so th^ soul* which in thia earthly mould 
The spint of God doth secretly infuse. 

Because at first she doth the earth behold. 
And onl^ this laaterial world she views : 

* Tlw wfgA ee m p sf ed to a ilrer. 
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At first her mother-earth she lioldeth dear, 
And doth embrace the world, and worldly thinp ; 

She files close by the ground, and hovers here. 
And mounts not up with her celestial wings : 

Yet under Heav'n she cannot light on aught 
That with her heav'nly nature doth agree : 

She cannot rest, she cannot fix her thought. 
She cannot in this world contented be. 

For who did ever yet, in honour, wealth. 
Or pleasure of the sense, contentment find P 

Who ever ceasM to wish, when he had health P 
Or, having wisdom, was not vex'd in mind ? 

Then as a bee which among weeds doth fall. 
Which seem sweet flow'rs, with lustre fresh and 

She lights on that, and this, and tasteth all ; [gay ; 
But, plcas'd with none, doth rise, and soar away : 

So, when the soul finds here no true content. 
And, like Noah's dove, can no sure footing take, 

She doth return from whence she first was sent. 
And flies to Him that first her mngs did make. 

Wit, seeking truth, from cause to cause ascends. 
And never rests till it the first attain : 

Will, seeking good, finds many middle ends ; 
But never stays till it the last do gain. 

Now God the trutli and first of causes is ; 

God is the last good end, wliich lasteth still ; 
Being; aJphu and omega nam'd for this ; 
Alpha to wit, omega to t\\c' wVtV. 
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Since then her heavenly kind ihe doth diipli^, 
In that to God the doth directly move ) 

And on no mortal things can make her stay* 
She cannot be from hence, but from above. 

And yet thii Rrtt tnie cause, and last good end. 
She cannot here so well and truly see } 

For this perfection slie must yet attend. 
Till to her Maker she espoused be. 

As a king's daughter, being in person sought 
Of divers princes, who do neighbour near, 

On none of Uiem can fix a constant thought. 
Though she to all do lend a gentle ear : 

Yet she can love a foreign emperor. 

Whom of great worth and pow'r she hears to l)e. 
If she be woo'd but by ambassador. 

Or but his letters or his pictures sec : 

For weU she knows, that wlicn she shall be brought 
Into the kingdom where her spouse doth reign ; 

Her eyes shall see what slie concciv'd in thought, 
Himself, his state, his glory, and his train. 

So while the virgin soul on Earth doth stay. 
She woo'd and tempted in ten tlionsand ways, 

By these great pow'rs, which on tlie Earth bear sway ; 
The wisdom of the world, wealth, pleasure, praise - 

Witli these sometimes she doth her time beguile, 
These do by fits her fantasy possess ; 

But she distastes them all within awhile^ 
AndjB the awcttut finda a tcdioawMii' 

G2 
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But if upon tiie wofld't Afanigbly Kiiig^ 
She once doth fix her hi^nhle Icmng tiioagli^ 

Who by his pictiire dnrtm in ew'ty tilings 
And Mcred metngefl^ her love hath ioil|^; 

Of him ahe thinks ahe camwt think too nniplis 
This honey tasted still is e?^ sweet; 

The pleasure of her rsTiahM thought is iiiel^ 
As almost here she with her bfiss doth meet: 

But when in Heaven ahe ahall hia essence aee^ 
This is her aoT*rngn good, and peffiset Mias; 

Her longingy wishinga, hi^Ma, aU finidifd be; 
Her joya are Ibll^ her rootiona reat in this: 

There is she crown'd with gariands of oontmt; 

There doth she manna eat, and iiectar drink: 
That presence doth such high delights preaenl^ 

As never tongue could speaks nor heart ooold 
think. 



BBABOV III. 

From contempt of death in the better tort oftphitB, 

For this, the better souls do oft despise 
The bod3r's death, and do it oft desire ; 

For when on ground the burthen'd balance lies. 
The empty part is lifted up the higher : 

But if the body's death the soul should kill. 
Then death must needs against her nature be ; 

And were it so, all souls would fly it still. 
For nature hates and shuns her contrary. 
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For all thin^^ else, which Nature makes to be^ 
Their being to preserve, are chiefly taught ; 

And though some things desire a change to sec, 
Yet neyer thing did long to turn to naught. 

If then by death the soul were quenched quite. 
She could not thus against her nature run ; 

Since ev'iy senseless thing, by Nature's light. 
Doth preservation seek, destruction shun. 

Nor could tlie world's best spirits so mucli err, 
If Death took all, that they should all agree. 
Before this life their honour to prefer : 
( For what is praise to things that nothing be ? 

i 

Again, if by the body's prop she stand ; 

i If on the body's life, her life depend, 

Aa Meleager's on the fatal brand, 

: The body's good she only would intend .- 

We should not find her half so brave and bold. 
To lead it to the wars, and to the seas. 

To make it suflTcr watchings, hunger, cold, 
When it might feed with plenty, rest witli case 

Doubtless, all souls have a surviving thought. 
Therefore of death we think with quiet mind . 

But if we think of being tum'd to naught, 
A trembling horror in our souls we And. 



BBAIOV IT. 

Fi^m skefear 9ffdm^ im the widhtd §9mif» 



Am M the better wpmt, iHien Ae doHi 
A tconi of deali^ dodi dioir the cuinot te; 

So when the wicked wml Dealh^ fine doft ter. 
E'en then die prores her^ywii cterai^. 

For when Detdi's form ttppewn, Ae feimlli not 
An utter qnenchh^ or extbq^iiiihiiieiit ; 

She would be glad to meet with mdi niot. 
That 80 she nigfat all Aitiife ill pR^Tenfc: 

But she doth donbt what afh^r maj befidii 
For Nature's law accoseth her withioy 

And saith, ^'Tis true what is afllnn'd 1^ al^ 
That after death there is a pain fat 



Then she who hath been hoodwinked fron hear birtbi 
Doth first herself within I>eath's mknr tee; 

And when her body doth return to earth* 
She first takes care» bow she alone shall be. 

Who ever sees these irreligious men. 
With burthen of a sickness weak and fiunt. 

But hears them talking of religion then. 
And vowing of their souls to ev'iy saint ? 

When was there ever cursed atheist brought 

Unto the gibbet, but he did adore 
That blessed Pow'r which he had set at naught, 

Scom'd and blasphemed all his life before ? 
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ese light vain persons still are drunk and mad, 
Vith surfeitings and pleasures of their youth; 
: at their death thcj are fresh^ sober, sad ; 
rhen they discern, and then they speak the truth. 

hen all souls, both good and bad, do teach, 
¥ith gen'ral voice, that souls can never die ; 
s not man's flattering gloss, but Nature's speech, 
iVhich, like God's oracles, can never lie. 



BEASOir V. 

From the general detire ofimmortaHty, 

HCK springs that universal strong desire, 
l¥hich all men have of immortality : 
t some few spirits unto this tliought aspire, 
But all men's minds in this united be. 

.en this desire of Nature is not vain, 
-* She covets not impossibilities ; 
nd thoughts may fall into some idle brain, 
But one assent of aU is ever wise." 

om hence that gen'ral care and study springs, 
That launching and progression of the mind, 
hich all men have so much of future things. 
That they no joy do in the present find. 

om this desire, that main desire proceeds. 
Which all men have surviving fame to gain, 
f tombs, by books, by memorable deeds; 
For Mhe thMt this deureMf doth stiU Te.IVVKVl^. 
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Heiice» ktUf» wpamgB cue of po ite ititi ^ 
For tlibigt their IdikLwoold eTolMtiiig mrice 

Hence it it^ tkat old men do plant joang tveei^ 
The Ihih wbereof UMftlMr iiige ihall tplte. 

If we tkete nilei onto oanehiet tpply. 
And yiew tlietn hy nfledion of tiie nSaifSi 

All these tnie notes of MUum r U iB^ 
In our hetrti' trixlei we ihall wxitten-findf 



nxAseir ti. 

From the very dtybt aitd diBpuUOion •fiwumrialUjf, 

And thoagfa oome impious ^nts do questions inoire, 
And doubt if souls immortal be or no; 

That doubt their immortafity doth proFe, 
Because they seem immortai things to know. 

For he who reasons on both parts doth braigv> 
Doth some things mortal, some i mmo rtal caO; 

Now, if himself were but a mortal tfaiug^y 
He could not judge immortal things at aB. . 

For when we judge, our minds we mirrors make ; 

And as those glasses which material be. 
Forms of material things do only take ; 

For thoughts or minds in them we cannot see : 
• 
So when we God and angels do conceive. 

And think of truth, which is eternal too ; ^ 
Then do our minds immortal forms receive. 

Which, if they mortal were, they could not do. 



And at if bealli jOMOQk'd whst VMaoa'vieic^ 
^W iiht^ommttfimuiMtM^&^6^^ Aim, 

n^ jhimM ttMaiM cf VMsoinbk bear t 
For wiifaeii^viaaoa, none coidd rouRm know: 

80 when the amdaMmnta-intli lo higb a wii%, 
'Mflf^^ejtennl lliiiiga ^ doubti can oujipe ; 

8]|e p m aii f of her eteniitf.dottii briiig» 
E^ea ^iPhea die 8tii^^«8^e cpntniy txf prove. 

For e^en the tlioBglit of imiBortaEty, 
Ben^ tti#ct done widioot the body's aid, 

SAmm tiiat heneif akme orald more and be, 
' Ailhoiigh 'tibe bodjr in die grave were laid. 



SECTION XXXI. 

TEAT TUB SOVL CAKKOT BX SSSTKOTXB. . 

AvB if heraelf sbe can so lively move. 
And never need a forei^^ help to take ; 

Then muft her motion everlasting prove, 
** Because hersetf she never can forsake." 

But though corruption cannot touch the mindi, 
By -any cause* Uiat from itself may spring. 

Some outward cause fate hath perhaps design'd^ 
Which to the soul may utter quenching bring. 

Peihiqw her cause may cease,-j- and she may die : 
God is her cause, lus word her maker was : 

WhicJi ihafl stand fix'd for all eternity. 
When Heav'n and Earth shall like a shadow pass. 

itettt. fSbehailinoeoiiCnry. 
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Perliapf »ome thing, repugnant to her kind. 
By ftrong antipathy the loul may kill : 

But what can be contrary to the mind, 
Which holds all contraries in concord still i 

She lodgeth heat, and cold, and moist, and dry. 
And life and death, and peace and war together; 

Ten thousand fighting things in her do lie, 
Yet neither troubleth or disturbeth either. 

Pertiaps fur want of food, the soul may pine ;* 
But that were strange, since all things bad and 

Since all God's creatures, mortal and divine i [good ; 
Since God himself is her eternal food. 

Bodies are fed with things of mortal kind. 

And so are subject to mortality : 
But truth, wluch is eternal, feeds the mind; 

The tree of life which will not let her die. 

* 

Yet violence, perhaps, the soul destroys,-}- 
As lightning, or the sun-beams, dim the sight ; 

Or as a thunder clap, or cannon's noise, 
I'hc pow'r of hearing doth astonish quite ; 

But high perfection to the soul it brings, 
T' encounter things most excellent and higb i 

For, when she views the best and greatest things, 
They do not hurt, but rather clear the eye. 

Besides, as Homer's gods 'gainst armies stand. 
Her subtle form can through all dangers slide : 

Bodies are captive, minds endure no band ; 
** And will is free, and can no force abide/' 

'AI^SMiMrtfteAr want oC food. tWokaMUMBouiiMMnnUt. 
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But, lastly, time, perhaps, ut last hatli pow'r" 
To spend herJively pow'rs, and quench her liglit 

But old god Saturn, which doth all devour, 
Dotl* cherish her, and still augment her might. 

Hcav'n waxeth old, and all the spheres above 
Shall one day faint, and their swift motion stay ; 

And time itself, in time shall cease to move ; 
Only the soul 8ur\'ives, and lives for ay. 

** Our bodies, ev*ry footstep that they make, 
March towai\ls death, until at last tliey die : 

Whether we work or play, or sleep, or wake, 
Our life dotli pass, and with Time's wings doll 
fly :" 

But to the soul, time doth perfection give, 
And adds fresh lustre to her beauty still ; 

And makes her in eternal youtli to live. 
Like her which nectar to tlie gods doth fill. 

The more slie lives, the more she feeds on truth ; 

The more she feeds, her strength doth more in 
crease : 
And what is strength, but an effect of youth, 

Which if time nurse, how can it ever cease i* 

* Time cannot deitroy her. 
Vol. IV. U 
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SECTION xxxn. 

OBJECTIOVf AOAIMtT TBI imCOSTALlT^ OV TBI WVL, 

But now these Bpiccrret begin to smiley 
And 8ay» n^ doctrine is more asfe than Me ; 

And that I fondly do myself beguile, 
tl^hile these receiy'd opinions I ensue. 

OBJXCTXOV I. ' ■ '( ^ 

For, what, say they? doth not the soul wiiz old f 
How comes it then that aged men do dote ; 

And that th^ brains grow sottish, dull and cpld. 
Which were in youth the only spirits of note ? 

What ? are not souls within themselves comipted V- 
How can their idiots then by nature be ? 

How is it that some wits are interrupted. 
That now they dazzled are, now cleariy see ? 

AFSWEB. 

These questions make a subtil argument 
To such as think both sense and reason one ; 

To whom nor agent, from the instrtraient. 
Nor pow'r of working, from the work is known. 

But they that know that wit can show no skill, 
Bui U'licn the things in sense's glass doth view, 
JDo know, if accident this glass do s^Ul, 
ft nothing sees, ov sees t\\<i £a\se foic Xxwe.. 
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Ifjor^^iimt fef^fTthe icodfsthmm, [•' 
^ Wliimty Smvwd feiMe of fimtaqr should ait^ 

'By ilaUmj; «r iy clMaioe, become unftt j 



« 
A 



Billl9* at-fM VBCMpabie it i^ 
; .jPidM few ihihigiy or none at tU^ ir» c e 4y e ii ; * 
Or Hpp^ bf atoddenV which liepi taiufli : 
> . .- Aai M MfUM it er^ijluiig peffcei¥e*ir -. « 

< - 

• Irihegr rtorn.no Bewi^ dpth nothing know ; 

V jjlt-iiihr !>?• <wnmieto »D awiy 4o go ; ' 

~ Ev^' 10^ (ml to such a body- knit, > 
Whose inward senses undisposed be ; 
' - And t6 recexFe the forms of things unfit, 
- ^' Wii^Pe nothing is brought in, can nothing see. 

Tlda makes the idiot, which hath yet a mind, 
' JUble tP kniow the truth, and choose the good ; 

ff liie such figures in the brain ^d find, 
. A* might be found, if it in temper stood. 

But if a fren^ do possess the brain. 
It so disturbs and blots the forms of things 

As fantasy proves altogether vain, 

Jind to the wit no true relation brings. 

Then dojbh the wit, admitting all for true. 

Build fond eotichisions on those idle grounds*. 

Hien doA It Bjr the ^ood, and ill pursue ; 
BeMevm]f all tkat this faU^ spy propounds. 
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But purg^e the humours, and the rage appease. 
Which this distemper in the fancy wroug-ht ; 

Then shall the wit, which never had disease. 
Discourse, and judge discreetly, as it ought. 

So, though the clouds eclipse the Sun's fair light. 
Yet from his face they do not take one beam i 

So have our eyes their perfect pow'r of sight, 
Ev'n when they look into a troubled stream. 

Then these defects in sense's organs be, 
Not in the soul, or in her working might : 

She cannot lose her perfect pow'r to see, [light* 
Though mists and clouds do choke her window 

These imperfections then we must impute. 
Not to the agent, but the instrument : 

We must not blame Apollo, but his lute, 
If false accords from her false strings be sent. 

The soul in all hath one intelligence ; 

Though too much moisture in an infant's brain. 
And too much dryness in an old man's sense. 

Cannot the prints of outward things retain : 

Then doth the soul want work, and idle sit. 
And this wc childishness and dotage call ; 

Yet liath she then a quick and active wit. 
If she had stuff and tools to work withal : 

For, give her organs fit, and objects fjdr; 
Give but the aged man the young man's sense ; 
f.et hut McdesL jEson's youth repair, 
And straig-ht she shows her wowted exceWwvtt. 
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As a good harper stricken far in years, 

Into wliose cunning hands the gout doth faU, 

All his old crotchets in his brain he bears, 
But on his harp plays ill, or not at all. 

But if Apollo takes his gout away, 
That he his nimble fingers may apply ; 

Apollo's self will envy at his play. 

And all the world applaud his minstrelsy. 

Then dotage is no weakness of the mind. 
But of the sense; for if the mind did waste. 

In all old men we should this wasting find. 

When they some certain term of years had passM ; 

But most of them, e'en to tlieir dying hour. 
Retain a mind more lively, quick, and strong; 

And better use their understanding pow'r. 

Than when their brains were warm, and limbs 
were young. 

For, though tlie body wasted be and weak. 
And though the leaden form of eartli it bears ; 

Yet when we hear that half dead body speak. 
We oft are ravish'd to the heav'nly spheres. 

OBJEeTION II. 

Yet say these men, if all her organs die, 

Then hath the soul no pow'r her pow'rs to Ubc 

So, in a sort, her pow'i*s extinct do he. 
When unto act she cannot them reduce. 
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And if her powers be dead, then what is she ? 

For since from ev'ry thing some pow'rs do spring ; 
And from those pow'rs, some acts proceeding be ; 

Then kill both pow'r and act, and kill the thing. 

AVSWSR. 

Doubtless, the body's death, when once it dies. 
The instruments of sense and life doth kill ; 

So that she cannot use those faculties, 
Although their root rest in her substance still. 

But (as the body living) wit and will 
Can judge and choose, without the body's aid ; 

Though on such objects they are working still, 
As through the body's organs are convey'd : 

So, when the body serves her turn no more. 
And all her senses are extinct and gone. 

She can discourse of what she Icarn'd before. 
In heav'nly contemplations, all alone. 

So, if one man well on the lute doth play, [skill, 
And have good horsemanship, and learning's 

Though both his lute and horse we take away. 
Doth he not keep his former learning still ? 

lie keeps it, doubtless, and can use it too ; 

And doth both th* other skills in pow'r retain ; 
And can of both the proper actions do. 

If with his lute or horse he meet again. 

.So though the instruments (by which we live, 
And view the world) the body** de»5i}(v do\uS!L% 
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Yet with the body they shall all revive. 
And all their wonted offices fulfil. 



OBJECTION III. 

But how, till then, shall she herself employ ? 

Her spies are dead, which brought home news 
before : 
What she hath got, and keeps, she may enjoy. 

But she hath means to understand no more. 

Then what do those poor souls, wliich nothing get ? 

Or what do those which get, and cannot keep ? 
Like bucklers bottomless, which all out-let ; 

Those souls, for want of exercise, must sleep. 

ANSWER. 

See how man's soul against itself doth strive : 
Why should we not have other means to know ? 

As children, while within the womb they live. 
Feed by the navel : here they feed not so. 

These children, if they had some use of sense, 

And should by chance their mother's talking 

hear, [thence. 

That in short time tliey shall come forth from 

Would fear their birth, more than our death we 

fear. 

They would cry out, " If we this place shall leave. 
Then shall we break our tender navel strings : 

How shall we then our nourishment receive, 
Since our sweet food no other conduit bxm^V 



Andif anmriMMiUtolliMebtbeifepIfy ^ 
That into tbit iidr wnfld dwy shall be broagfat. 

Where they abAll new the earth, the sea, the sky. 
The glorioiia 8aii» and aH that God hath WTODght : 

That there ten thooMnd daiiitiiea they ahaH aeel^ 
Which by tiirir moiitha they diafl witibi plcature 
take; 

Which shall be cordial too as well as sweet; 
And of their little Umbs tall bodies make : 

This worid they'd think a fable, e'en as we 
Do think the story of the golden age ; 

Or as some sensual sjiiiits 'mongst us be, 
AVhich hold the worid to cmne a feigned sti^ : 

Yet shall these infknts after find all true, 
Though then thereof they nothing could con- 
ceive : 

As soon as they are bom, the world they view. 
And with their mouths the nurses' raiUc receive. 

So when the soul is bom (for death is nought 
But the soul's birth, and so we should it call) 

Ten thousand things she sees beyond her thought ; 
And, in an unknown manner, knows them aD. 

Tlien doth she see by spectacles no more. 
She bears not by report of double spies ; 

Herself in instants doth all things expk>re ; 
For each thing's present, and before her lies. 
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OBJICTION IT. 

But Still this crew with questions me pursues : 
If souls deceas'd (say they) still living be, 

Why do they not return, to bring us news [sec r 
Of that Strang^ world, where they such wonders 

AKBWXR. 

Fond men! if we believe that man do live 
Under the zenith of both frozen poles. 

Though none come thence, advertisement to give, 
Why bear we not the Uke faith of our souls ? 

The soul hath here on Earth no more to do, 
Than we have business in our mother's womf) : 

What child doth covet to return tliereto, 

Although all children first from thence do come ? 

But as Noah's pigeon, which returned no more, 
Did show, she footing found, for all the flood ; 

So when good souls, departed through Death's 
door. 
Come not ag^n, it shows their dwelling good. 

And doubtless, such a soul as up doth mount. 
And doth appear before her Maker's face. 

Holds this vile world in such a base account. 

As she looks down and scorns this wretched 
place. 

Hut such as arc detruded down to HeVl, 
Either for shame, they still thcmaoiivea TtXlvc^ \ 
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Or ty*d in chains, they in close prison dwell. 
And cannot come, altlioug^ they nmch desire. 

OBJECTfOV V. 

Well, well, lay these vain spirits, tliougfi vain it U 
To think our souls to Heav^i or Hell do go ; 

Politic men have tIiou|^ht it not amiss. 

To spread this lie, to make men virtuous so. 

ANSWEJI. 

Do you then think this moral virtue good ^ 
f think you do, ev'n for your private gain ; 

For commonwealths by virtue ever stood. 
And common good the private doth contain 

>If then tliis virtue you do love so well. 

Have you no means, her practice to mainlain : 

But you this lie must to the people tell, 
Tliat good souls live in joy, and ill in pain ? 

Must virtue be preserved by a lie ? 

Virtue and truth do ever best agree i 
By this it seems to be a verity, 

Since the efTects so good and virtuous be. 

For, as the Devil the father is of lies, 
So vice and mischief do his lies ensue : 

Then this good doctrine did not he devise ; 
But made tliis lie, which saith, it is not true. 

^or, how CM that be false, YrUlch ev'ry tongue 
Ofer*ry mqrt$i\ man aflWi^ii for \x\ye > 
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IfUdMivifc ^Mb^iA afl «gtt been M ithNig^ 
A%')0tdlr«toiia Ujas, all hearts it ever drew. 
■ ■'•,-■■-•• 
]pplr, not te dmtian, or tiie Jev dcme» 
> TV^Pcs'WlHortheTkrkyaclaiovledgetfaM 
ItwijniyBUiiy to the wiM lodian knowQ, 
JM^tb« oamubia and Tkitir is. 



' 'jnag.A^Jkatpmk diu£^,gtewt e?^ where ; 

A* MnMnAt in the iMtth as in the east : 
'Thtttlo^oe doth i|ot enter by the ear, 

Bnt^of itMlC is native in the breast* 

i * 

Kimb that adgMiwled^ God, or providence, 
TlMHr sooPs etemtty did ever doubt ; . 

tjut ail vellgion taketh root from hence, 
Whidi no poor naked nation liyes without, 

Wot anQC the world for man created was, 
. JiVm cmly man the use thereof doth know) 
If man do perish like a withered grass, 

How doth God's wisdom order things below ? 

« 

And if that wisdom still wise ends propound. 
Why made he man, of other creatures, king; 

When (if he perish here) there is not found 
In all the world so poor and vile a thing ? 

If death do quench us quite, we have great wrongi, 
Since for our service all things else were 
wrought; 

That daws, and trees, and rocks should last so long:, 
Wlwen we must in an instant pass to naught. 
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But blesft'd be that Great Po\if*r, that bath us 
bleis'd 

With longer life than Heav'n or Earth can have ; 
Which hath infus'd into our mortal breast 

Immortal pow'rs not subject to the grave. 

For though the soul do seem her grave to bear, 
And in this world is almost bury'd quick. 

We have no cause the body's death to fear ; 
For when the shell is broke, out comes a chick. 



SECTION xxxm. 

THRKJi RINUS OF LIFX AITSWSRABLZ TO TKBXX FOWBBS 

OP THE SOUL. 

Fun, as the soul's essential pow'rs are three; 

The quick'ning pow'r, the pow'r of sense and 
reason ; 
lliree kinds of life to her designed be, [season. 

Which perfect thcBc three pow'rs in their due 

'J'he first life in the mother's womb is spent. 
Where she the nursing pow'r doth only use j 

Where, when she finds defect of nourishment, 
Sh' expels her body, and this world she views. 

This we call birth ; but if the child could speak, 
lie deatli would call it ; and of nature plain, 

77iat she would thrust him out naked and weak. 
And in his passage pincVv \\Vm ^^Ih luch pain. 
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Yet out he coinc8» and in this world is plac'd» 
Where all his senses in perfection be : 

Where he finds flow'rs to smell, and fruits to taste, 
And sounds to hear» and sundry forms to sec. 

When he hath pass'd some time upon the stag^, 
His reason then a little seems to wake; 

Which though she spring when sense doth fade 
with a£^, 
Yet can she here no perfect practice make. 

I1ien doth aspiring soul the body leave, . 

Wfilbh we call death ; but were it known to ull. 
What life our souls do by this death receive. 

Men would it birth or jail-dcliv'ry call. 

In this third life, reason will be so bright. 
As that her spark will like the sun-beams shine. 

And shall of God enjoy tlic real sight. 
Being still increased by influence divine. 



SECTION XXXIV. 

TUJE CONCLUSION. 

O leHORANT poor man ! what dost tliou bear !* 
Lock*d up witliin the casket of thy breast ^ 

What jewels, and what riches hast thou tlierc 
What heavenly treasure in so weak a client - 

Vol. /r. f 
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I^ook in iky ioul, and thou shalt beauties find^ 
Like thoie which drown'd Narcisftuf in the flocxl .- 

Honour and pleasure both are in thy mind. 
And all that in the world is counted good. 

Iliink of her worth, and think that God did mean, 
This worthy mind should worthy things em- 
brace : 

Blot not her beauties with thy though uscleaiv, 
Nor her dishonour with thy passion base. 

Kin not her quicVning pow'r with surfettings : 

Mar not her sense with sensuality : 
Cast not her wit on idle things : 

Make not her free will slave to vanity. 

And when thou think'st of her eternity, 
Think not that death against her nature is » 

Think it a birth : and when thou go'st to die. 
Sing like a swan, as if thou went'st to bHss. 

And if thou, like a child, didst fear before. 

Being in the dark, where thou didst nothing see ; 
Now 1 have brought thee torch-light, fear no 
more; 
Now when thou dy'st, thou canst not hood-wink'd 
be. 

And thou, my soul, which tum'st with curious eye, 
1*0 view the beams of thine own form divine, 

Know, that thou canst know nothing perfectly, 
Whih thou art clouded with this flesh of mtn<^. 
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Take heed of ayer-weening, and compare 
Thy peacock's feet with thy gay peacock's train : 

Study the best and higfhest things that are, 
But of thyself an humble thought retain. 

Cast down thyself, and only strive to raise 
The glory of thy Maker's sacred name : 

Use all thy pow'rs, that blessed pow'r to praise. 
Which ^vesthee pow'r to be, and use the same. 



0ECHE8TRA ; 

OH, 

^ POEM OJSr DA^tCUTG^ 

WHKit« Uvc» the man that never yet did hear 
Oi'chante I'enr^lopc* Ulytucs' queen P 
WIto kept her faith unfpottcd twenty year, 
Till \\i\ retum'd, that far away liad hoen» 
Anrl many men, and many town* had »een : 
Ten yr;ar at >iif*jfe t)X Troy he ling'rinjf lay. 
And ten year in the midland »ea did Rtray. 

Homer, to wliom Ihe Mu»cii did carounc 
A j^ftttt deep cup with hcav'nly nectar fill'd, 
The f^catcut, dertp<^»t cup in Jove'i great house, 
(For Jove himself ha<l uo exprewly will'd) 
He drunk off all, nor let one drop be f|)iUM ( 
Since when, \\\% brain that had before been dry, 
Decame the well-wprinjf of all poetry. 

* Sir John Ikiirrlnffim hi« writ an vyfvufvtn in conuncndaUoD of 
tfilf poem. Him- tb« ;((1 R<iok, V,\^, A7f lit ike mtd pT bb Trinila- 
tloti of Arb«U)*« Orlando FiirtoM, fl>HA. 

It {m f mit piijr, Mid to bii luinmiti-d by (bo poetb^l world, tiMic 

•0 ^tfty (fiHiiTrrfoui M (HMtn ibovlil be left uuflnhbod, or, whatii more 

• Mtcfyt ihMt tht) imjx'rfWt yvii ihould bo )ott t fbr In til probtMlif y 

A# mamplMUsd it, being wrimn In Ut* youth, In qiuen Klixtbetb*f 
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Homer doth tell in his abundant verse. 

The long laborioos travels of the man. 

And of his lady too he doth rehearse. 

How she illudes with all the art she can, 

Th' ungrateful love which other lords began : 

For of her lord, false fame had long since sworn. 

That Neptune's monsters had his carcass torn. 

All this he tells, but one thing he forgot. 
One thing most worthy his eternal song. 
But he was old, and blind, and saw it not. 
Or else he thought he should Ulysses wrong. 
To mingle it his tragic acts among : 
Yet was there not in all the world of things, 
A sweeter burthen for his Muse's wings. 

The courtly love Antinous did make, 
Antinous that fresh and jolly knight, 
Which of the gallants that did undertake 
To win the widow, had most wealth and might. 
Wit to persuade, and beauty to delight. 
The courtly love he made unto the queen. 
Homer forgot as if it had not been. 

Sing then Terpsichore, my light Muse sing 

His gentle art, and cunning courtesy : 

You, lady, can remember ev'ry thing. 

For you are daughter of queen Memory ; 

But sing a plain and easy melody : 

For the soft mean that warbleth but the ground. 

To my rude ear doth yield the sweetest sound. 

One only night's discourse I can report. 
When the great torch-bearer of Heav'n was gone 

I 3 
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Down in a mask unto tlie Occan'a court, 
To revel it with Thetis all alone ; 
AntinouH disguised and unknown, 
Jake to the spriufi^ in gaudy ornament, 
Unto the casUc of Uie princess went. 

The sov'reign castle of the rocky isle. 
Wherein Pcnolopc the princess lay, 
Shone with a tliousand lamps, which did exile 
The shadows dark, and turn'd the night to day, 
Not Jove's hlue tent, what time the sunny ray 
Behind the bulwark of the Kartli retires. 
Is seen t(y sparkle with.tnore twinkling tires. 

That night the queen came fortli from far within. 

And in the presence of her court was seen ; 

For the sweet singer Phemius did begin 

To praise the worthies that at Troy had been ; 

Somewhat of her Ulysses she did ween. 

In his grave hymn tlic hrav'niy man would sing. 

Or of his wars, or of his wandering. 

Pallas that hour with her sweet breath divino 
Inspir'd immortal beauty in her eyes, 
Tliat with celestial glory she did shine. 
Brighter than Venus when she doth arise 
Out of the waters to adorn the skies; 
llie wooers all amazed do admire. 
And clieck their own presumptuous desire. 

Only Antinous, when at first he view'd 
Her star-bright eyes that with new honour shinM, 
Was not dismay'd, but therewithal renewM 
The nobJencBB and splendour of his mind ; 
^ntJ as be did At circumitimces ftud, 
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Unto the throne he boldly did adrance. 

And with fair manners woo'd the queen to dance. 

'' Gknldess of women, sith your heav'nliness 

Hath now Touchsaf'd itself to represent 

To our dim eyes, which though they see the less. 

Yet are they bless'd in their astonishment, 

Inutate Heaven, whose beauties excellent 

Are in continual motion day and night. 

And move thereby more wonder and delight. 

•• Let me the mover be, to turn about 
Those glorious ornaments, that youth and love 
Have fix'd in you, ev'ry part throughout. 
Which if you will in timely measure move. 
Not all those precious gems in Heav'n above 
Shall yield a sight more pleasing to behold. 
With all their turns and tracings manifold." 

With this the modest princess blush'd and smil'd 

Lake to a clear and rosy eventide ; 

And softly did return this answer mild : 

*** Fair sir, you needs must fairly be deny'd. 

Where your demand cannot be satisfyM : 

My feet which only nature taught ^o go. 

Did never yet the art of footing know. 

** But why persuade y^ u me to thLs new rage ? 

(For aU disorder and n isrule is new) 
For such misgovernmeat in former age 

Our old divine forefatl ers never knew ; 

Who if they liv'd, and did the follies view 

Which their fond nephews make their chief affairs. 

Would hate themselves that had begot suchhevca " 
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*' Sole heir of rirttie tnd of beautjr both. 

Whence cometh it,'' Antinous replies, 

** That your imperious virtue is so loth 

To grant your beauty her chief exercise f 

Or from what spring doth your opinion rise. 

That dancing is a frenzy and a rage. 

First known and us'd in this new-fangled age ? 

** Dancing* (bright lady) then began to be, 

When the first seeds whereof the world did spring. 

The fire, air, earth, and water did agree. 

By Love's persuasion. Nature's mighty king. 

To leave their first disorder'd combating { 

And in a dance such measure to observe. 

As all the world their motion should preserve. 

'* Since when they still are carried in a round. 
And changing come one in another's place, 
Yet do they neither mingle nor confound. 
But ev'ry one doth keep the bounded space 
Wherein the dance doth bid it turn or trace : 
This wondrous miracle did Love devise. 
For dancing b Love's proper exercise. 

«* Like this, he inm'd the gods' eternal bow'r, 

And of a shapeless and confused mass. 

By his through piercing and digesting pow'r, 

The turning vault of Heaven formed was : 

Whose starry wheels he hath so made to pass, 

As that their moving^ do a music frame. 

And they themselves still dance unto the SMiie. 

* Tke sntiquitf of daoeiof . 
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^< Or if this (all) which round about we see, 
(As idle Morpheus some sick brains have taught) 
Of undivided motes compacted be. 
How was this goodly architecture wrought ? 
Or by what means were they together brought ? 
They err, that say they did concur by chance. 
Love made them meet in a well order'd dance. 

** As when Amphion with his charming lyre 

Beg^t so sweet a syren of the air. 

That with her rhetoric made the stones conspire 

The nun of a city to repair, 

(A work of wit and reason's wise affair :) 

So love's smooth tongue, tlie motes such measure 

taught 
That they join'd hands, and so the world was 

wrought. 

** How justly then is dancing termed new, 

Which with the world in point of time begun ; 

Yea Time itself, (whose birth Jove never knew. 

And which indeed is elder than the Sun) 

Had not one moment of liis age outrun. 

When out leap'd Dancing from the heap of tilings, 

And lightly rode upon his nimble wings. 



« 



Reason hath both her pictures in her treasure. 
Where tiipe the measure of all moving is ; 
And dancing is a moving all in measure ; 
Now if you do resemble that to this, 
And think both one, I think you think amiss : 
But if you judge them twins, together got, 
And Time first bom, your judgment erreth tvot. 
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** Thuf doth it equal age with agfe enjoy, 

And yet in hifty youth for ever flow'rf, 

Like Lore hit mt, whom painters make a boy, 

Tet if he eldett of the heavenly pow'n ; 

Or like hia brother Time, whose winged hours 

Going and coming will not let him die, 

But still preserve him in his infancy.' 



»» 



This said ; the queen with her sweet lips, divine. 
Gently began to move the subtle air, 
Which gladly yielding, did itself incline 
To take a shape between those rubies fair ; 
And being formed, softly did repair 
With twenty doublings in the empty way. 
Unto Antinous' ears, and thus did say : 

" What eye doth see the Hcav'n but doth admire 

When it the ihovings of the Heav'ns doth see ? 

Myself, if I to Heav'n may once aspire. 

If that be dancing, will a dancer be : 

But as for this your frantic jollity, 

How it began, or whence you did it learn, 

I never could with reason's eye discern.^ 



t» 



Antinous answered: ''Jewel of tlie Earth, 
Worthy you are that heav'nly dance to lead , 
But for you think our Dancing base of birth« 
And newly born but of a brain-sick head, 
I will forthwith his antique gentry read ; 
And, for I love him, will his herald be. 
And blaze his arms, and draw his pedigree. 

^ When Lore had shap*d this world, this g^cat fa i- 
wi^ht, 
'^^^t tdl wighta else in thiiB wide v7om\> coivXsi^m^ 



And had instructed it to dance aright,* 
A thousand measures with a thousand strains, 
Which it should practise with delightful pains. 
Until that fatal instant should revolve. 
When all to nothing should again resolve. 

" The comely order and proportion fair 
On ev'ry side, did please his wand'ring eye. 
Till glancing through the thin transparent air, 
A rude (^Usorder'd rout he did espy 
Of men and women, that most spitefully 
Did one another throng, and crowd so sore. 
That his kind eye in pity wept therefore. 

•* And swifter than the lightning down he came. 
Another shapeless chaos to digest. 
He will begin another world to frame, 
(For Love tiU all be well ^vill never rest) 
Then with such words as cannot be expressed, 
He cuts the troops, that all asunder fling, 
And ere they wist, he casts them in a ring. 

** Then did he rarefy the element. 

And in the centre of the ring appear. 

The beams that from his forehead spreading went, 

Begot an horror and religious fear 

In all the souls that round about him were ; 

Which in their ears attentiveness procures, 

Wliile he, with such like sounds, their minds allures. 

" * How doth Confusion's mother, headlong Chance,' 
Put Reason's noble squadron to the rout ? 

* The original of dancing. 

t The speech offdirc, persuHiVmg men to leattt dMis«Ti|i. 
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Or how fhoiiMi 70a Hhtf. bwre tibe gofctmuic^ 
Of Nsture't chDdKn» HeaifVi Mid Etrdi tibrmigli. 

oat^ 
Prescribe them rolei^ uid liTe younelfet iHttout ? 
Why ihoald your lUlowihip a trouble be^ 
Since man's chief pteasue is aoeiefy? ■ 

** < If sense hath not yet tangfat yon, learn of me 
A comely, moderation and ^soteety 
That your assemblies wtsy weO oider'd be : 
When my muting pow^ shsU make yon meet» 
With heaT*n]^ tnnea it shall be ten^et^d tweet; 
And be the model of the woild's gfeattane. 
And you Earth's children, Dancing shall It name. 



** 'Behold the world how it ia 

And for it is so whirl'd, is named so t 

In whose large volume many ruka are firand 

Of this new art^ which it doth fiuffy ahow : 

For your quick eyes in wand'ring to and fto 

From east to west, on no one thing can glaaee^ 

But if you mark it welly it seems to dance. 

*< < first you see fix'd in this huge mirror bine 
Of trembling lights,* a number numberless ; 
Fix'd they are nam'd, but with a name untrue. 
For they all move, and in a dance express 
That great long year that doth contain no less 
Than threescore hundreds of those years in all. 
Which the Sun makes with his course natural. 



* By the ordeily motion of the fixed itan. 
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«* * What if to you these sparks disordered seem. 
As if by chance they had been scattered there ? 
The gods a solemn measure do it deem. 
And see a just proportion ev'ry where, [were ; 
And know the points whence first their movings 
To which first points when all return ag^ain. 
The axle-tree of Heav'n shall break in twain. 

" 'Under that spangled sky, five wand'ring flames,* 
Besides the king of day, and queen of night. 
Are wheePd around, all in their sundry frames. 
And all in sundry measures do delight. 
Yet altogether keep no measure right : 
For by itself, each doth itself advance. 
And by itself, each doth a galliard dance. 

** • Venus, the motlicr of that bastard Love, 
Which doth usurp the world's great marshal's 

name, 
Just with the Sun her dainty feet doth move. 
And unto him doth all the gestures frame : 
Now after, now^ afore, tlie flatl'ring dame. 
With divers cunning passages doth err. 
Still liim respecting that respects not licr. 

" • For that l^rave Sim, the father of tlic da}', 
l>oth love this Earth, the mother of tiie night. 
And Uke a reveller in rieh array 
Doth dance his galliard in his leman's sight 
Koth back, and forth, and sideways passing light. 
His princely grace doth so the gods amaze, 
That all stand still and at his beauty gaze. 

•Of the planets. 
Vol. IV. K 
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** * But see the Earth, when he fl|>proacheth near, 
How she for joy doth spring, and sweetly smile ; 
But see again her sad and heavy cheer, 
When changing places he retires a while : 
But those black clouds he shortly will exile, 
And make them all before his presence fly. 
As mists consumed before his cheerf\il eye. 

^ ' Who doth not see the measures of the Hoon, 

Which thirteen times she danceth er'ry year ? 

And ends her pavin, thirteen times as soon 

As doth her brother, of whose golden hair 

She borroweth part and proudly doth it wear : 

Then doth she coyly turn her face aside, 

That half her cheek is scarce sometimes desciy'd. 

*' ' Next her, the pure, subtle, and cleannng fire* 
Is sm^ftly carried in a circle even : 
Though Vulcan be pronouncM by many a liar. 
The only halting god that dwells in Heav'n : 
But that foul name may be more fitly giv'n 
To your false fire, that far from Heav'n is fall, 
And doth consume, waste, spoil, disorder all. 

•* * And now behold your tender nurse the air,! 
And common neighbour that aye runs around. 
How many pictures and impressions fair 
Within her empty regions are there found. 
Which to your senses dancing do propound : 
For what are breath, speech, echoes, music, winds, 
But dancings of the air in sundry kinds f 

•orthefln. irOttbftik. 
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** • For when you breathe, the air in order moTes, 
Now in, now out, in time and measure true ; 
And when you speak, so well she dancing loves, 
That doubUng oft, and oft redoubling new. 
With thousand forms she doth herself endue : 
For all the words that from your lips repair. 
Are naught but tricks and turnings of the air. 

*' * Henee is her prattling daughter Echo bom. 
That dances to all voices she can hear : 
There is no sound so harsh that she doth scorn. 
Nor any time wherein she will forbear 
The airy pavement with her feet to wear : 
And yet her hearing sense is nothing quick. 
For after time she endeth ev'ry trick. 

** * Ajid thou, sweet music, dancing^s only life. 
The ear's sole happiness, the air's best speech, 
X^oadstone of fellowship, charming rod of strife. 
The soft mind's paradise, the sick mind's leech. 
With thine own tongue thou trees and stones can 

teach. 
That when the air doth dance her finest measure. 
Then art thou born the gods' and men's sweet 

pleasure. 

" * Lastly, where keep the winds their revelry. 
Their violent turnings, and wild whirling hays ? 
But in the air's translucent gallery ? 
Where she herself is turn'd a hundred ways. 
While with those maskers wantonly she plays ; 
Yet in this misrule, they such rule embrace. 
As two at once encumber not the place. 
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" ■ If Ihen fire, air, wand'ring' and fiwd bghtt 
In ev'iy province of ilie imperial ekj-. 
Yield perfect faroia of dancing to yoiir fflglit*. 
In vuin I teacb the ear, that wliieh the eye 
With certain view ttlrendy doth descry. 
But for yow eves peroeiTe not all they see. 
In this I will your senses master be. 

" ' For lo the fle»* that fleclB about the land, 
And like ■ girdle clips her aolid walsl, 
Music and mcssure botli dr>th understand . 
Fur his great cryat&l eye is always rast 
Up to the Moon, and on her fixed ftat ; 
And as she duiceth in her pallid spiifre. 
So dnucetli he about the centre here. 

" ' Sometimes his proud green waves in order set. 

One after other flow unto the shore. 

Which when they have with many kisses wet. 

They ebb away in order as before ; 

And to make known his courtly love Uie niore. 

He oft doth lay aside his tbree-fork'.l mace. 

And with hia arms the tim'rous E^arth etnbrace. 

" ' Odiy the Earth doth stand for evet- atill. 
Her rocks remove not, nor her moiintainB meet, 
(Ahhough some wits enrich'd with leaminff's skill 
Say Heav'n stands firm, and that the Earth'doth 

fleet. 
And swiftly turneth underneath their feet) ■ 
Yet though the Earth is ever stedfaat seen, 
Qji her broad breast hath dancing ever bean. 

• or (he m. 
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** * For those blue veins that through her bodf 

spread. 
Those sapphire streams which from great hills do 

spring,* 
(The Earth's great dugs ; for ev'ry wight is fed 
With iweet fresh moisture from them issuing) . 
Observe a dance in their wild wand'ring : 
And still their dance begets a murmur sweet, 
And fti}l the murmur with the dance doth meet. 

** ' Of an their ways I love Meander's path, 
Which to the tune of dying swans doth dance. 
Such winding slights, such turns and cricks he 

hath, 
Such creaks, such wrenches, and such dalliance ; 
That whether it be hap or heedless chance. 
In thb indented course and wriggling play 
He seems to dance a perfect cunning hay. 

** * But wherefore do these streams for ever run ? 
To keep themselves for ever sweet and clear : 
For let their everlasting course be done. 
They straight corrupt and foul with mud appear. 
O ye sweet nymphs, that beauty's loss do fear. 
Contemn the drugs that physic doth devise, 
And learn of Love this dainty exercise. 

" * See how those flow'rs that have sweet beauty too, 
(The mly jewels that the Earth doth wear,f 
When the young Sun in bravery her doth woo) 
As oft as they the whistling wind do hear. 
Do wave their tender bodies here and there ; 



•OftheriTcn. t Of other thingi upon the Earth. 

K2 



" ' what mskes tlie vine iibout the elm to dance. 
With tuminga, windings, and etnhratcmenis round ? 
Whut makes the loadstone to the north advance 
Bis gubtit point, as if from thence he found 
Bis chief attracting' virtue to redound > 
Kind Nature first dolb cause all things to love. 
Love makes them dance, and in just order ino\e. 

" ' Hark how the birds do sing, and mark thea how 

Jump with the mndulution of their lays, 

They lightly leap, and skip from bougli to bough : 

Tet do the cranes deserve a greater piaise 

Which keep such measure in their airy ways. 

As when they all in order ranked arc. 

They make a perfect form triangular. 

« • In the chief angle fliea the watchful guide. 
And all the followers their heads do lay 
On their furegoers' bucks, on either nde ; 
But for 1be captain hath no rest to stay 
Mis head forwearied with the windy way. 
He hiick retires, and then the next behind. 
As his lieutenant leads them througfa the wind. 

" ' But why relate I ev'rj alngulw ? 
Since all the world's great fortunes and afiiin 
Forward and backward rapp'd and whirled are. 
According to the music of the spheres ; 
And Change herself, her tumble feet upbears 
On a round shppciy wheel that rolleth ay. 
And turns all states with her imperioua iwaj. 



~\ 
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** • JLeam then to dance, you that are princes bom. 

And lawful lords of earthly creatures all ; 

Imitate them,, and therefore take no scorn, 

For this new art to them is natural 

And imitate the stars celestial : 

For when pale death your vital twist shall sever. 

Your better parts must dance with them for ever.* 

** Thus Love persuades, and all the crowd of men 
That stands around doth make a murmuring : 
As when the wind loosed from his hollow den. 
Among the trees a gentle base doth sing. 
Or as a brook through pebbles wandering : 
But in their looks they utter'd this plain speech, 
• That they would learn to dance, if Love would 
teach.** 

•* Then first of all he doth demonstrate pl^un 
The motions seven that are in nature found. 
Upward and downward, forth, and back again. 
To this side, and to that, and turning round ;f 
Whereof a thousand brawls he doth compound. 
Which he doth teach unto the multitude. 
And ever with a turn they must conclude. 

** As when a nymph, arising from the land, 
Leadeth a dance with her long watery train 
Down to the sea, she wryes to every liand. 
And every way doth cross the fertile plain : 
But when at last she falls into the main. 
Then all her traverses concluded are. 
And with the sea, her course is circular. 

* How Love taught men to dance, t Rounds or country daoMV 
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" Thiia wheji U first Love had them mnrahalled. 
As erst hf did the shapcleHi nuas of tbin^ 
He laug'ht fiien) rounds and windhig hays lo tread 
And about trees to cast themielves iii rings; 
As the two Bears, whom tlie first mover flings 
With a ahoH turn about Heaven's a!ile-tree. 
In a round dance for ever wheeling be. 

" But after these, a^mcn more civil graw. 

He did moTe gnkve and kolemn measures frame,* 

With such fair order and proportion true. 

And correspondence cv'ry way the same. 

That no fault-finding eye did eter biamc. 

For ev'ry eye was moved at the sight 

With sober voud'riog, and with snreet dcUg'bt. 

" Not those young students of the hcav'nly book, 

Alias the great, Prometheus the ttiae. 

Which on the slars did all tlieir life-time look. 

Could ever find such measure in the skies. 

So full of change and tare sarielicB; 

Yet all tlie feet whereon these measures go. 

Are only spoodees, solemn, grave, and slow. 

" But for more diverse and more pleaang abow, 
A swift and WKid'ring dancef she did invent, 
With passages uncertain to and fro. 
Yet with a certun answer and consent 
To the quick music of the instrument, 
five was the number of the munc'* fee^ 
Wluch atill the dance did with five pac«a meet. 



. " A gallant danr.e, that lively doth bewray 
' • A spirit and it virtof iDuaculini?, 

_ Jmpntient that Vr holisc on Kiirti) AoaM Stay 
' Since ahc herself is fiery and Jiviiie ; 

^t)ft doth Slie make her body upuiird fine ; 
■ WitJi lofty tiirna ami cHprioia in tlie air, 
Whicb with the htsty times accordctli fgir, 

" What aliill 1 name those cuirent traverses," 

That on a triple dactyl foot do run 

Close by the grouiid with aliiling- passages, 

I ' Wliarein that dancer greatest prsiw hath won 
Which with beat order can nil orders shun: 

t For evVy where he wantonly musl nui^. 
And turn, and wind, with unexpected change. 

" Vet is tliere one the most delightful Itiad, 
_«A lofty jumping, or a leaping^ ri 



And still their feet an anapcsl do sound : 
'-AnanaptMtli hU (heir.j^OBic'ssoiig:, ,, -.\^.- 
y/hosepTttttrbttxttrtt^iiia^ gmd third^is long. 

" Aa the lictoriouB brins of Leda and Mve, 
That talt^ the SpwbDa dancing on the sands 
Of Swift EurgOa, dance in Heav'n 'abo»e, , . 
Knit and luttted witbetenol ^nUat —. 

AaiODg the stars their double inwge atanda, 
Where bo& are cihied with an equal pace, ' - 
Tc^ether jumping in their turning race. 

■ CBnmiea. t Ijk'nAuu. 
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" TIlia is tlie net wherein the Sun's bright eye 
VEnui >nd Hurs enton^pled did behold. 
For in this dunce, liieir arms tliey ao tmploy. 
As each dolh teem the otber to enfold: 
■'Wiiat if lewd Wits anotheptale hive told 
Of jc»]ous Viilcftii, and ofiron cii^vins? 
Yet tfiia true sense thnt Tarij^d tic contains. 

" These varioas forms nt dancing Love did fram?. 
And besides tbese, ii hundred millions luore, 
And lu he did invent, he taught the Game, 
■ With goodly gesture, and H"ilh ctimcty nhow, 
Nov keejiing sUle, DOtir humbly honounng' low : 
And ever for tiie perwuH and the place 
lie tiinglit ntost fit, ajid best according: grace." 

" For ij>vcj witbin liis fertile working' bfain 

DId'then conceive tlilMC gracious virgins three, 

Whose civil nioderaiian doci tnainltun 

All deaent order arid eonvenieuc)', 

And tur respect, and leendy inodestT: 

And then lie thaugkt it fit tlit^y should be bom, 

Tliat tbeir sH'eet preiejice dancing iti'if^xt adorn. 

*■ Hence it it that ibtao &«cea painted are 
With hand, in hand dancing an endlen round : 
And with regarding eyet, thtx atilt beware 
That there be no diggnce amoi^t them found ; 
With equal foot they beat the flow'ry. ground. 
Laughing, or singing, as their pas^ons will, 
Vet nothing t]iat they do becomes thera ill. 

• Onie in dineine. 
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" Thus Love taught men, and men thus learn'd qj' 

Love ,•' 

Sweet music's sound with feet to counterfeit, m 
Which was long^ time before hig^h thund'ring Jove 
Was lifted up to Heaven's imperial seat : 
For though by birth he were the prince of Crete, 
Nor Crete, nor Heav'n, should iJie young princr 

have seen ' 

If dancers with their timbrels had not been. . 

" Since when all ceremonious mysteries, 
All sacred orgies, and religious rights. 
All pomps, and triumphs, and solemnities. 
All funerals, nuptials, and like public sights, 
All parliaments of peace, and warlike fights. 
All learned arts, and every great affair 
A lively shape of dancing seems to bear.* 

" For what did he who with his ten-tong;uM lutr 
Gave beasts and blocks an understanding ear •' 
Or rather into bestial minds and brute 
Shed and infus'd the beams of reason clear ? 
Doubtless for men that nule and savage were 
A ci>il form of dancing he devisM, 
Where\\'ith unto their gods tijcy sacrific'd. 

" So did Musacus, so Ampulon did, 

And Linus with his sweet enchanting song. 

And he whose hand the Earth of monsters rid, 

And had men's ears fust chained to his tongue : 

And Theseus to his wcod-born slaves among, 

Us'd dancing as the finest policy 

To plant religion and society. 

* The ttie sBi) f(ams of daacing in lundry affavn o^ tQA\v'% 
me. 
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If' And thmteefunr tfae.T|inciaii l^ffHnent? \yr% 

Ai^d Herci4« finuMlTaM ffteOify^jl ^ 

Arid in hig^ Hearem Mmdst the ittfrj qiure, 

D»n(un|f their {HffA contiiHiaUy do afide: ^, 

8oW&esodli6^Ja«iy||pdedothn^ . < 

And 10 is Kebc with the M|iatt)|uiie» 4^, 

For pleaani^ Jow€*w^ dtnan^ putde diviqie'. 

« Wherefore wttaMoUm ifud himietf to change 

Into a stream, a Eon* and a tree, ^^ 

And many othe»$irms fimtastic atrange^ 

As in his ficUe thought he wishM to be ? 

But that he danc'd with such fiu4Htgr», , ^ 

As like a Hon he.jcoiild pace with pridey 

Ply like a phut, and fike a mer aBde. 

" And how was Cxneus made at first a maa^ 
And then a woman, then a man again. 
But in a dance ? which when he first begin 
He the roan's part in measure did sustain : 
But when he chang'd into a second stndn. 
He danc'd the woman's part another space. 
And then retum'd into his former place. 

" Herxe sprang the fable of Tiresias, 
That he the pleasure of both sexes try'd ; 
For in a dance he man and woman was. 
By often change of place from side to side : 
But for the woman easily did slide, 
And smoothly swim with cunning hidden art, 
1^1 e took more pleasure in a woman's part. 

"^ So to a fish Venus herself did change, 
^nd swimming through the ao?\. mvSl ^^Idin^ ware. 
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With gentle motions did so smoothly range 
As none might see where she the water drave : 
But this plain truth that falsed fable gave. 
That she did dance with sliding easiness, 
Pliant and quick in wandering passages. 

** And merry Bacchus practised dancing too, 
And to the Lydian numbers rounds did make : 
The Uke he did in tli' Eastern India do. 
And taught them all when Phebus did awake. 
And when at night he did his coach forsake. 
To honour Heav'n, and Heaven's great rolling eye 
With turning dances, and with melody. 

■* Thus they who first did found a common-weal;. 

And they who first religion did ordain. 

By dancing first the people's hearts did steal, 

Of whom we now a thousand tales do feign ;- 

Yet do we now their perfect rules retain. 

And use them still in such devices new. 

As in the world long since their withering grew. 

*• For after towns and kingdoms founded were. 
Between great states arose well-ordei*'d war ; 
Wherein most perfect measure doth appear. 
Whether their well-set ranks respected are 
In quadrant form or semicircular : 
Or else the march, when all the troops advance, 
And to the drum in gallant order dance. 

** And after wars, when white-wing'd Victory 
Is with a glorious triumph beautify'd, 
And ev'ry one doth Fd Id cry, 
WhiM all in gold the conqueror doVh Tide -, 
Voz. IV. JL 
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The solemn pomp that fills the city wide 
Observes such rank and measure every where. 
\s if they altogt^ther dancing were. 

" The like just order mourners do observe, 

(Rut with unlike aifection and attire) 

When some great man that nobly did deserve. 

And whom his friends impatiently desire^ 

Is brought with honour to his latest fire : 

The dead corpse too in that sad dance is mov'd. 

As if both dead and living dancing lovM. 

*" A diverse cause, but like solemnity 
Unto the temple leads the bashful bride, 
"Which blusheth like the Indian ivory 
Which is with ilip of T>'rian purple dy'd : 
A golden troop doth pass on every side 
Of flourisliing young men and vir^ns g^y. 
Which keep fair measure all the flow'ry way. 

" And not alone the general multitude, 

But those choice Ncstors wliich in council grave 

Of cities and of kingdoms do conclude. 

Most comely order in their sessions have : 

Wherefore the wise Thessalians ever gave 

The name of leader of tlicir country's dance 

To liim that had their country's governance. 

*• And those great masters of their liberal arts 
fn all their several schools do dancing teach. 
For humble grammar first dotli set the parts 
Of congruent and well according speech : 
Which rlietoric, whose state the clouds doth reach, 
And beav'nly poetry do forward lead, 
And diverse measure diver^eAy Aott^^xA. 
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For rhetoric clothing speech in rich array. 
In looser numbers teacheth her to iange» 
IVkh twenty tropes, and turnings ev'ry way. 
And various figures, and licentious change ; 
But poetry with rule and order strange 
So curiously doth move each «ngle pace. 
As all is marr'd if she one foot misplace. 

t These arts of speech the guides and marshals are ; 
But logic leadeth reason in a dance, 
Season the connoisseur and bright load-star. 
In this world's sea t' avoid the rock of chance* 
For with close following and continuance 
One reason doth another so ensue. 
As ip concluuon still the dance is true. 

** So Music to her own sweet tunes doth trip, 
With tricks of three, five, eight, fifteen, and more ; 
So doth the art of numb'ring seem to skip 
From even to odd, in her proportioned score : 
So do those skills, whose quick eyes do explore 
The just dimension both of Earth and Heaven, 
In all their rules observe a measure even. 



« Lo this is Dancing's true nobility : 
Dancing the child of Music and of Love ; 
Dancing itself both love and harmony. 
Where all agree, and all in order move ; 
Dancing the art that all arts do approve : 
llie fair character of the world's consent. 
The Heav'n's true figure, and th' Earth's ornament, 



»^ 



The queen, whose dainty ears had bon\e too V^vi^ 
The tedious prsdse of that she did despX^e, 
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AiUling* once more the music of the tongue 
To tlic sweet speech of her alluring eyes, 
BcgTin to answer in such winning wise. 
As thut fortliwith Antinous' tongue was ty'd, 
Ilis eyes fast fix'd, his ears were open wide. 

" Forsooth," quotli she, " great glory you have won. 

To your trim minion dancing all this while, 

By blazing him Love's first-begotten son ; 

Of every ill the hateful father vile 

That doth the world with sorceries beguile : 

Cunningly mad, religiously profane, 

Wit's monster, reason^s canker, sense's bane. 

" Love taught the mother that unkind desire 
To wash her hands in her own infant's blood ; 
Love taught the daughter to betray her sire 
Into most base and worthy servitude ; 
Love taught the brother to prepare such food 
To feast his brother, that the all-seeing Sun, 
"Wrapp'd in a cloud, that wicked sight did shun. 

'' And e'en tlus self same Love hath dancing taught« 

An art that showeth th' idea of his mind 

Witli vainness, frenzy, and misordcr fmught ; 

Sometimes with blood and cruelties unkind : 

For in a dance, Tereus' mad wife did find 

Fit time and place, by murder of her son, 

'1' avcMg-e tlie wrong his traitorous sire had done. 

'* What mean the mermaids, when they dance and 
13ut CL-rtain death unto the mariner? [sing, 

^i Init tiiiino-s do the dancing dolphins bring. 



And tarnjf atfa win^ and min^ wHh fuch meaiure^ 
Th4 tj{i' V® thrt Met itkjniffeitt ivl& the plc^^ 

« Love iiuthe twiakfiilg oF your ejelidif^bacetlv 
Love diUDceth b ^Jkff pobetliidi^our rthug 
Love, when yon aov* your n&dle'k point VdTaneeth, 
And makes it dano6 a Ihondbid curiona-^traina 
Of ^dnding roiindt whereibf the fonn rema&ia : 
To ahow, that your firir handa qua dance ti^ hay, 
Which your finft feet would kam aa wcU aa they. 

*< And when your Wory fin^^ra tquch^the atrioga 

Of any ailver aounding inatnunentf ', 

Love makea them dance torihoae aweet nrannaring8» 

Mlth busy akiU, and cunning excelfent : 

O that your feet those tunes would represent 

With artificial motions to and fro^ 

That Love thia art in ev'ry part might ahow ! 

** Yet your lair soul, which came from Heav'n above 
To rule thia house, another Heaven below. 
With divers powers in harmony doth move. 
And all the virtues that from her do flow. 
In a round measure hand in hand do go : 
Could I now see, as I conceive this dance, 
Wonder and love would cast me in a trance. 

«* The richest jewel in all the heavenly treasure 
That ever yet unto the Earth was shown. 
Is perfect concord, thcf only perfect pleasure 
That wretched earth-bom men have ever known ; 
I-'or many hearts it doth compound m Qti<& *. 
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"Riat what so one doth will, or speak, or do. 
With one consent they all agree thereto. 

** Concord's true picture shineth in this art, 
"Where divers men and women ranked be, 
And every one doth dance a several part. 
Yet all, as one, in measure do agree. 
Observing perfect uniformity : 
All turn together, all tog-ether trace. 
And all together honour and embrace. 

" If they whom sacred love hath link'd in one, 
Do, as they dance, in all their course of Ufe ; 
Never shall burning grief nor bitter moan, 
Nor factious difference, nor unkind strife. 
Arise betwiict the husband and the wife : 
For whether forth, or back, or round he go, 
As the man doth, so must the woman do. 

** What if by often interchange of place 
Sometime the woman gets the upper hand ? 
That is but done for more delightful g^ce. 
For on that part she doth not ever stand : 
But, as the measure's law doth her command. 
She wheels about, and ere the dance doth end. 
Into her former place she doth transcend. 

** But not alone this correspondence meet 
And uniform consent doth dancing praise, 
For comeliness, the child of order sweet. 
Enamels it with her eye-pleasing rays : 
Fsur comeliness, ten hundred thousand ways, 
Through dancing sheds itself, and mftkes \\. ^v^e^ 
With glorious beauty^ and with grac^ ^Vviv*. 
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** For coaclinf 1 i» % tfipowiy fiar 
Of tiluigttiidaetiaiituifittmienididBee; ■ 
Which doth in danciiig ihow itidf moft elear. 
When troopteonlWdy wfaidi bei« and there do truce 
Wthont dk l ia g ni A miiit er fc tmd ed ipace. 
By dancinif nle into ■uch ittiki are hroaght. 
As gkd^the ejCf •• rmdietli the tiioiiglit. 

<< Then wlqr dMmldteaMm jodge that leaaoi^eis 
Which ia witfi oK/paangp and tiie vetic ef arf» 
Image of concoid and of comelineaa? ^ 
Who aeea e clock BMyfiag in every party 
A sailing ]rijiiiaee^ or ft wheeliog carl^ 
But thinJoi that reaaoBy cfe it came to {MM^ 
The first ioBpnlnie eaoae and mover waa ? 

*' Who sees an army all in rank advance^ 
But deems a wise commander ia in place 
Which leadeth on that brave victorious dance ? 
Much more in danciug's art, in dandng^s grace. 
Blindness itself may reason's footsteps trace : 
For o/Love^M mtue it U the curiout fdoif 
And of man*% ftlUifwnHp tke true4tvg kn^t. 

** But if these eyes of yours (load-stars of love. 
Showing the world's great dance to your mind's eye) 
Cannot with all their demonstrations move 
Kind apprehension in your fantasy 
Of dancing's virtue and nobility : 
How can my barbarous tongue win you thereto. 
Which Heav'n and Earth's fair speech could never 
do? 

'^ O Love, my king ; if all my virit and power 
Hare done you. all tiie service that ^hcy c^a. 
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O be you present in this present hour. 
And help your servant and your true liege-raan. 
End that persuasion which I erst began : 
For who in praise of dancing can persuade 
With such sweet force as Love, which dancing 
made ?" 

Love heard his pray'r, and swifter than the wind. 
Like to a page, in habit, face, and speech. 
He came, and stood Antinous behind,* ^ 
And mamf secrets to his thoughts did teach : 
At last a crystal mirror he did reach 
Unto his hands, that he with one rash view. 
All forms therein by Love's revealing knew. 

And humbly honouring, gave it to the queen 

With this fair speech ; " See fairest queen,** quoth 

" The fairest sight that ever shall be seen, [he. 

And th* only wonder of posterity. 

The richest work in Nature's treasury ; 

Which she disdains to show on this world's stag^. 

And thinks it far too good for our rude age. 

" But in another world divided far. 

In the great, fortunate, triangled isle. 

Thrice twelve degrees remov'd from the north star, 

She will this glorious workmanship compile. 

Which she hath been conceiving all this while 

Since the world's birth, and will bring forth at last. 

When six and twenty hundred years are past.^ 



Si 



Penelope, the queen, when she had vicw*d 
The strange eye-dazzling admirable sight, 

* A passage to the deteription of dancXni^ m^cAX «%«: 



k Fun woultl have prau'd tlie state anJ pulchritude, 
But hIic waa stncken dumb with wonder i}uite, 
Ifet hpr Kwset mind retmn'd her tliiiikiii^ might ; 

i Her rai-ish'd mind in heavenly thoiif^its did dw4rlJ, 

But wtiat she ttioug-ht, no laortsl loii^e cm tcU. 

Tou, tatjy lluse, wham Jove t}iQ counsellor 
Bcgut of Memory, Wisdom's trcafurcu. 

To your divinini; tongue is given a power 
Of uttering secrets lu-ge snil Umitleia : 
■■ Vou can Penelope's stnuige thoughts eipreis 
•, Which she ooncejv'd, and then would fain hnvetold, ' 
-When she the wond'rtnis CTTStal did bciioUI. 

iHer winged thoughU bore up her mind so high, 
.'As that alie wci-n'd she saw the gloinoua tliroiie 
•Where the bright Uoon dolh aX in majesty, 

A thousand spsrUing otars about het shone ; 
4ut she hei'self £d sparhle more alone 
'^han all those thousand beBiities would have donc 

If they had been confounded all in oRe. 

^nd yet she thought thosi? stars mov'd inmcbmeB- 
To do their sovereign honour and delight, [sure, 
Aawotli'd her miad with sweet encUanfing'pleiisuw. 
Although the various change amai'd het sight. 
And her weak judgment did cntungle quite : 
Beside, thm moving made thcni shine more cleiu-. 
As ^unonda mov'd, more sparkGng do'appeir.' 

This was the picture of her wondnm^thought ; 
But who cu wonder that her thought was sc^ 
Sith Vnlcan, king of fire, that naaat wn^it, 
(Who things to come, present, and put, doth know,) 
Ar there didrepTetent in ^TeVy Aiov 
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Our glorious English court's divine image, 
As it should be in this our golden age ? 



Here are toarOing some stanzas describing queen Kit- 
zabeth. Then follow these : 

Her brighter dazzling beams of majesty 
Were laid aside, for she vouchsaf 'd awhile 
With gracious, cheerful, and familiar eye 
Upon the revels of her court to smile ; 
For so time's joumies she doth oft beguile : 
Like sight no mortal eye might elsewhere see 
So full of state, art, and variety. 

For of her barons brave, and ladies fair, 

(Who had they been elsewhere most fair had been,) 

Many an incomparable lovely pair. 

With hand in hand were interlinked seen. 

Making fair honour to their sovereign queen ; 

Forward they pac'd, and did their pace apply 

To a most sweet and solemn melody. 

So subtle and so curious was the measure. 
With so unlook'd for change in ev'ry strain ; 
As tliat Penelope wrapp'd with sweet pleasure, 
When she beheld the true proportion plain 
Of her own web, weav'd and unweav'd again ; 
But that her art was somewhat less she thought, 
And on a mere ignoble subject wrought. 
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For here, like to the ■Uc'^vronn'f inbu^f 

Beauty itself QVt of iteelf did weave 

So rare a work, «iid,of Mch subtlety, 

■As did an eje% entangle and deceiye. 

And in all nundi a atninge inq^reasion leave : 

jn this sweet labyiinth did Cnpid stray. 

And never )iad ^e power to pass away. 

As when the Indiana^ neighbours of the monuBg'y 

In honour of the cheerfcd riain|p Soi^ 

With pearl and painted plumes themsebrea adorning^ 

A solemn stale^ neaanre have begunt 

The god, well pleaa'd with that fidr honour dane» 

Sheds forth lua beamib and doth thdr fiiceo fcisa 

Mlth that immortal glorioua &ce of hia. 

So, kc. &c. * * • 
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LIFE OF DONNE. 



«f0HN DONNE, the descendant, on the father's 
side, from an ancient family in Walea» and, on that 
of the mother, from the family of Sir Thomas More, 
was bom in London, in 1573. At the age of eleven, 
he became a commoner of Hart-hall, in Oxford ; 
where it was aoon perceived, that, if he were not 
born wise, he would never be made so by study. 
He remained at Oxford three years ; but, being a 
Roman Catholic, he could not Hubmit to the pro- 
testant oath, which was the pre-requiote to a diplo- 
ma. He subsequently went to Trinity College, in 
Cambridge ; and, after a residence of three years, 
removed to Lincoln's Inn, in London. That he 
cultivated poetry here, his amorous ditties suffi- 
ciently indicate : — ^that he stuped the law, his works 
no where inform us; and his cotemporaries ai*c 
mient. In 1592, the death of his father left him a 
property of 3000/. j and, quitting the profession of 
the law, he entered deeply into an examination of 
the dispute between the two great rchgious par- 
ties, which then divided the empire of opinion. He 
began a Roman Catholic, and ended a Protestant. 

He was in the Earl of Essex's expedition against 
Cadiz, in 1596 and 1597; and resided some years 
both in Spain and in Italy. On his return to Eng- 
land, he was m^e secretaiy to Sir Thomas Eger- 
ton, lord keeper of tlie great seal? and, in 1602, he 
married, in private, Anne, daugYvteT lA 'Sjvc V^p.ii.«5tsgj^ 
Moore, chancellor of the garter, w\<\.\vt>iX.^^^'^^^ ^*^ 




' ; vho wu u) muoli ufFtnilcd at the i 
iiGunid Uoiine's ilimus^tl froni ae 
sell liiin lo be Ibfown intn priaoD. But he 

11 obiuined liis liberty ; uicL afttr u tedtau ' 

■ Wt, 3in:CKedot] in recovering his wife. SisF 
Woolcj', B rclalioii, e«I*rrtBiiwil liis flitnUy 
rul yeiirs, in his emti lifiiiisf, >l Pilfbrd. in ^ur- 
le}'; nnd wu finMIj duUiled to effect a rccoiicilw- 
tion belwecn himself anil h!( E(llicrJn-lii»' i ^lia 
agtecil to niiki: his Jaugbler'B portion SOO poitnds, 
sed to give her twenty pound* qiisPterly, until tliut 
mm should be paid. At Ihu ilculli of ^ir Crancis, 
Donne refiiuTea bis fiUiuly to Milcltani, in Surrey ; 
and took lodg&lgTi tor oinisclf ncur Wtlil?tuill : 
where he received tlicTiMla and ciirusaci of tlic 
nobility, fbrcitrn Hmbasaidora, and nthCF persons ol' 
distinction, de Hfterwards took upottmebts fiir his 
Inmily, in the boiue uf hla friend. Sir Kobert JJniry, 
in Drury^hne. 

In 1Q0> lie received the degree of msster of 
»rls, from Oxford, as he liad proviwisiy done, from 
Cunbridg'e : and, ahout the year 1612, he accoin- 
panicil 9kr Hobcrl Drury to Puris. On his rr:luni, 
King James persuaded him to take orders; and, 
shortly afttr, he vtaa made a chaplain in urdinary to 
his majesty, and constituted n docUtr of itivinj^ by 
ifce un'ivetshj of Cambridge. He n-M much iitftirt- 
ed by the loss of his wife; whodiedj on the seventh 
^ day after the birtli ofher twellUi child, August 15th, 
^.J6ir. He was, soon after, chosen preacher to the 
jodety of Lincoln's Inn; was appointed, by his 
maitatv, to acconipiinv the Karl of UnncBBter, on 
lus emWssy to GNBiuiy, in 1619 ; became deaa of 
St, Paul's, in 1621i* and, soon after, receivedlhe 
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vicara^ of St. Dunstan in the West, from the Eai*l 
of Dorset, and another benefice, from the Earl of 
Kent. In 1624, he was made prolocutor^ to the 
convocation; and was occasiontdly nominated by 
the king, to preach sermons at St. Paul's Cross. 
We hear nothing more of him, till the year 1630 ; 
when a fever Sirew him into a consumption, of 
which he died, on the 31st of March, 1631. He 
was interred in the cathedral church of St. Paul's ; 
and had a tomb erected to his memorv. He seems 
to have had a curiosity, while living, to know how 
he ^ould appear when dead ; and, some time be- 
fore his decease, he enveloped himself in a shroud, 
closed his eyes, and had his portrait taken. 

Donne is considered as a great wit, a tolerable 
divine, and something of a poet. Poetry, indeed, 
in liie highest sense of the word, we can almost 
say, he had none. He was more intent upon show- 
ing the acuteness of his penetration than the opu- 
lence of his fancy ; and, mstead of g^uping and 
describing new cJjjects, he sets himself laboriously 
at work to refine and analyze the old. What fur- 
nishes other poets with a passing metaphorical al- 
lusion, would be a sufficient subject of a whole 
poem to Donne and his followers. It would take 
them ten centuries to finish the siege of Troy ; and 
the figures of speech in the first book of the Iliad 
would supply their laboratory with an inexhaustible 
stock of materials. We are often amused with the 
brilliancy of their experiments, and with the no- 
velty of their results. They stimulate our reflec- 
tion, and awaken our memory; but they seldom 
excite our feeUngs, or give play to tlie imagination. 
Of Donne, it may be said, that he was more witty 
than learned ; and more learned than poetical. 

make you dean of St. Faults; and, when I have dined, then do jrou 
take yoar beloved dirii home to your «tudy •, «ai «^<5.e. ^««^ v<i 
younelf, and much good tiay it do you? yJaa\ov?%\i««;ti^ ^'^'^^^ 
AU tbu wu contrived, in order that baa CineOmA fi»Yfc^^ ^^^"^"^ 
phtr •pon the word LmOtn. 

M2 



THE FLEA. 



Mabk but this flea, and mark in this. 

How little that, which thou deny'st me, is ; 

Me it suck'd first, and now sucks thee. 

And in this flea our two bloods mingled be ; 

Confess it. This cannot be said 

A sin, or shame, or loss of maidenhead. 

Yet this enjoys, before it woo. 

And pamper'd swells with one blood made of two. 

And this, alas ! is more than we could do. 

Oh stay, three lives in one flea spare. 
Where we almost, nay more than marry'd are. 
This flea is you and I, and this 
Ojiir marriage bed and marriage temple is ; 
Though parents grudge, and you, w* are met. 
And cloister'd in these Uving walls of jet. 
Though use make you apt to kill me. 
Let not to that self-murder added be. 
And sacrilege, three sins in kiUing three. 

Cruel and sudden, hast thou since 

Purpled thy nail in blood of innocence ? 

Wherein could this flea guilty be> 

Except in tiiat blood, vrbicYi it aacV^feopni^^^^ 
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Yet thou triumph'et, and aay'al that ihoo 
Find'st not thjuelf nor me the weaker now . 
Tis true ,- then ieam how false fears be : 
Just so much honour, when thou ykld'st to me, 
Will waste, as tbu flea's death took life from thee 



brbjil of day 

Stit, O flweet, and do not rise. 

The light, that shines, comes from tUine e;es i, 
The dny breaks not, it is my heart, 
Because thM you and I must part. 

Stay, or else my joys will die. 

And pcn*h in their infancy. 

"Hs true, til day t v^at tboagb k he ? 
O wilt tbou thenfcre rise ftcm me P 
Why should we rise, because 'tis fight i 
Did we he down beouse Hwai n^t i 

Love, wtnch in ifiite tt tkrlaeii brought u 
hither. 

Should in despite of Ugbt ke^ Ha together. 

Light hath no tongue, but is all eye ; 

If it could apeak as well as q)y, 

Thia were the worst that it could say. 

That being well, I (taa would stay. 

And that I lov'd oiy heart and honour so. 
That I would not from her, that h»d them, go. 
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The poor, the foul, the fHlse, love cun 

Admit, but not the busied man. 
He which hath budncHS, ftnd makes love, doth do 
Such wrong, as when a married man dotli woo. 



.9 VALEDfCTIOJ^ OF MY JV'JME, 

IV TUI WINDOW. 

Mr name eng^av'd herein, 
Doth contribute my firmnesH to this glass, 
Which ever since that cbami hath been 
As liard as that, wliich grav'd it, was ; 
Thine eye will give it price enough, to mock 
'i*he diamonds of cither rock. 

*T\a much that glass sho\ild be 
As all confcHsing and through^liine as I, 
*'l*iH more that it shows thee to thee, 
And clear reflects thee to thine eye. 
Ihit all such rules love's magic can undo. 
Here you see mc, and I sec you. 

As no one point nor dash. 
Which are but accessaries to tliis name, 

'i*he show'rs and tempests can outwash» 
So shall all times find roe tlie same ; 
Vou tliis outireness better may fulfil, 

Who have the pattern with you still. 
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VALEBICTIOJ^ TO HIS BOOK. 

I'll tell thee now (dear love) what thou shalt do 
To ang'er destiny, at she doth us ; 
How I shall stay, though she eloigne me thus, 
And how posterity shall know it too ; 
How thine may out-endure 
Sibyl's glory, and obscure 
Her, who from Pindar could allure, 
And her, through whose help Lucan is not lame, 
And her, whose book (they say) Homer did find 
and name. 

Study our manuscripts, those myriads 
Of letters, which liave paiit 'twixt thee and mc. 
Thence write our annals, and in them will be 
To all, whom love's subliming fire invades, 
Rule and example found ; 
Tliere, the faith of any ground 
No schismatic will dare to wound. 
That sees how love this grace to us affords. 
To make, to keep^ to use, to be, these his records. 

This book, as long liv'd as the elements. 
Or as the world's form, this all-graved tomb. 
In cipher writ, or new made idiom ; 
We for love's clergy only are instruments ; 
When this book is made thus, 
Sliould again the ravenous 
Vandals and Goths invade us. 
Learning were safe in this our universe, [verse. 
Schools might learn Bciences, spUerea music, angels 
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LOVI?S ALCHTMT, 

SomB that have deeper dig^d Love's mine than I, 
Say, where his centric happiness doth lie : 

I've lov'd, and got, and told. 
But should I love, get, tell, till I were old, 
I should not find that hidden mystery ; 

Oh, 'tis imposture all : 
And as no chymic yet th' eUdr got, 

But glorifies his pregnant pot. 

If by the way to him befall 
Some odoriferous thing, medicinal. 

So. lovers dream a rich and long delight, 
But get a wintei^seeming summer's night. 

Our ease, our thrift, our honour, and our day, 
Shall we for this vain bubble's shadow pay ? 

Ends love in this, that my man 
Can be as happy as I ; if he can 
Endure the short scorn of a bridegroom's play ! 

That loving wretch that swears, 
'Tis not the bodies marry, but the minds. 

Which he in her angelic finds. 

Would swear as justly, that he hears. 
In that day's rude hoarse minstrelsy, the spheres. 

Hope not for mind in women ; at their best 
Sweetness and wit, they 're but mummy possest. 



CoMi, five wiOi me, and be my [otc, 
And we will some new pleasuriiK prove 
Of goldmi aandi. and crj-atjj brooks, 
M'ilh silken tinea and ai'lver hooks. 

There wiD the ri^er wjiisp'rin^ run, 
Warm'd by thine eyes more tliko the Sun 
And there th' enimoMr'd fish will play, 
Begg-ing themselves they may bctraj'. 

When thou wilt swim in that live batli. 
Each fish, which every channel h«1h. 
Will amoruosly to thee swim, 
Gladder to catch thee, than thou him. 



By Sun or Moon, thou dariten'at both -. 
And if myself have leave to aee, 
I need not their light, having thee. 

Let others freeze witli on^Iin^ reeds. 
And cut their legs with shells and weeds, 
Or treacherously poor fish beset, 
With strangling snare, or winding net : 

Let coarse bold hands from slimy ne«t 
The btdded fish in banks oul-wreat. 
Or curious traitors sleave silk fiies, 
Bewitch poor fishei' wwid'ring eyes ; 
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YetiK 

No thee, thou need's! no such deceit, 
The^ thou thyself art thine own bait ; 

Xat fish, that is not catch'd thereby, 
AniAA '• is wiser far than I. 
A 



7 

TBE BROKEJSr HEART. 

Hs is stark mad, whoever says 

That he hath been in love an hour. 
Yet not that love so soon decays. 

But that it can ten in less space devour ; 
Who will believe me, if I swear 
That I have had the plague a year ? 

Who would not laugh at me, if I should say, 

I saw a flash of powder burn a day ? 

Ah ! what a trifle is a heart. 

If once into Love's hands it come ! 
All other griefs allow a part 

To other griefs, and ask themselves but some. 
They come to us, but us Love draws. 
He swallows us and never chaws : 

By him, as by chain'd shot, whole ranks do die ; 

He is the tyrant pike, and we the fry. 

If 't were not so, what did become 
Of my heart, when I first saw thee ? 

I brought a heart into the room. 

But from the room I carried none with me : 

If it had gone to thee, I know 

Mine would have taught thine heart to show 
More pity unto me : but Love, alas. 
At one 6rst blow did sluver it aa s\»a!a. 

Vol, IV. N 
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jthing CMi to nothing ftU, 
r Ktiy pUce be empty quite, 
refore I think my breast hath all 
hoie pieces still, though they do not unite : 
CQjgj'X now as broken glasses show 
j^Q^ hundred lesser faces, so 
Q£^ My rafrg of heart can like, wish, and adore, 
^j3ut after one such love can love no more. 

V 

L0VE?8 DEITY. 

I toiro to talk with some old lover's ghost. 
Who dy'd before the god of love was bom : 
I cannot think that lie, wlio then lovM most, 
Sunk so low, as to love one which did scorn. 
But nincc this god produc'd a destiny. 
And that vice-nature custom lets it be { 
I must love her that loves not me. 

Sure tliey, which made him god, meant not so much. 
Nor he in liis young godhead practised it. 
But wlien an even fluTnc two hearts did touch. 
His oflicc. was indulgently to fit » 

Actives to passives, correspondency 
Onl> his subject was ; it cannot be 
Love, till 1 love her that loves me. 

But every modem god will now extend 
His vast prerogative as far as Jove, 
To rage, to lust, to write to, to commend. 
All if the purliea of the godtii Wf^, 
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Oh, were we waken'd by this tyranny 
T* ungod this child again, it could not be 
I should love her who loves not me. 

Rebel and atheist too, why mu|"mur I 
As though I felt the worst that love could do ? 
Love may make me leave loving, or might try 
A deeper plague, to make her love me too. 
Which, since she loves before, I'm loath to see ; 
Falsehood is worse than hate ; and that must be. 
If she whom I love should love me. 



LOVE'S DIET. 

To what a cumbersome unwieldiness 

And burthenous corpulence my love had grown ; 

But that I did, to make it less. 

And keep it in proportion. 
Give it a diet, made it feed upon. 
That which love worst endures, discretion. 

Above one sigh a-day I allow'd him not. 
Of which my fortune and my faults had part ; 
And if sometimes by stealth he got 
A she-sigh from my mistress' heart, 
And thought to feast on that, 1 let him see 
'Twas neither very sound, nor meant to me. 

If he wrung from me a tear, I brin'd it so 
With scorn or shame, that him it nourish'd not ; 
If he suck'd her's, I let him knovj 
*Twus not SL tear which he had gol. 
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His diink was counterfeit, at was hit meat; 

Her eyes, which roll towards all, weep not, but sweat. 

Whatever she would dictate, I writ that. 
But burnt my letters, which she writ to me ; 

And if that farour made him fat, 

I said, « If any title be 
Convey'd by this, ah ! what doth it avail 
To be the fortieth man in an entail ?" 

Thus I reclaimed my buzzard love to fly 

At wliat, and when, and how, and where I chose ; 

Now negligent of sport I lie. 

And now, as other falc'ners use, 
I spring a mistress, swear, write, sigh, and weep. 
And the game kill'd, or lost, go talk or sleep. 



THE WILL. 

Bkfobe I sign my last g^sp, let mc breathe, 
Great Love, some legacies ; I here bequeath 
Mine eyes to Argus, if mine eyes can see ; 
If they be blind, then. Love, I give them thee ; 
My tongue to Fame ; t' ambassadors mine ears ; 

To women, or the sea, my tears ; 

Thou, I^ve, hast taught me heretofore. 
By making me love her who 'd twenty more, 
That I should give to none, but such as had too much 
before. 

My constancy I to the planets g^ve ; 

My truth, to them who Kt the coviit do live ; 
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I 

Ifine ingenuity and openness 
To Jesuits ; to buffoons my pensiveness ; 
My silence t' any who abroad have been ; 
My money to a capuchin. 
Thou, Love, taugh'st me, by appointing me 
To love there where no love received can be. 
Only to g^ve to such as have no good capacity. 

My faith I g^ve to Roman Catholics ; 
All my good works unto the schismatics 
Of Amsterdam ; my best civility 
And courtship to an university : 
My modesty I g^ve to soldiers bare. 

My patience let gamesters share. 
Thou, Love, taught'st me, by making me 
Love her, that holds my love disparity, 
Only to g^ve to those that count my g^ifts indignity. 

I give my reputation to those 
Which were my friends ; mine industry to foes ; 
To schoolmen I bequeath my doubtfulness ; 
My sickness to physicians, or excess ; 
To Nature all that I in rhyme have writ ; 
And to my company my wit. 
Thou, Love, by making me adore 
Her, who begot this love in me before, 
Taught'st me to make, as though I gave, when I do 
but restore. 

To him, for whom the passing-bell next tolls, 
I give my physic books ; my written roUs 
Of moral counsels I to Bedlam give : 
My brazen medals unto them wbic\i\ive 

N2 
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In v^ant of bread ; to them, which pass amonp 
All foreigfneni, mine English tongue. . 
Thou, Love, by making me love one, 
Who thinks her friendship a fit portion 
For younger lovers, does my gifts thus dispropor- 
tion. 

Therefore, 1*11 g^ve no more, but I'll undo 
The world by dying ; because Love dies too. 
Then all your beauties will be no more worth 
Than gold in mines, where none doth draw it forth ; 
And s^\ your graces no more use shall have. 
Than a sun-dial in a grave. 
Thou, Love^ taught'st me, by making me 
Love her, who doth neglect both me and thee, 
T' invent and practise this one way, t' annihilate all 
three. 



THE JiLOSSOM. 

LiTTii think'st thou, poor flower. 
Whom I have watch'd six or seven days. 
And seen thy birth, and seen what every hour 
Gave to thy growth, thee to this height to raise. 
And now dost laugh and triumph on this bough. 

Little think'st thou 
That it will Irecze anon, and that I shall 
To-morrow find thee fall'n, or not at all. 

Little think'st thou (poor heart. 
That Ubourest yet to nestle thee. 

And think'st by hovering here to get a part 

In A forbidden or fotbiddliig tcte» 
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And hop'st her stiffness by long siege to bow :) 

little think'st thou. 
That thou to-morrow, ere the Sun doth wake. 
Must with this Sun and me a journey take. 



THE DISSOLUTIOJV. 

She's dead, and all, which die. 
To their first elements resolve ; 
And we were mutual elements to us. 
And made of one anotlier. 
My body then doth her's involve. 
And those things whereof I consist, hereby 
In me abundant g^w and burthenous. 
And nourish not, but smother. 
My fire of passion, sighs of air, 
Water of tears, and earthy sad despsdr. 

Which my materials be, 
(But near worn out by love's security,) 
She, to my loss, doth by her death repair ; 
And I might live long wretched so. 
But that my fire doth with my fuel grow. 
Now as those active kingps. 
Whose foreign conquest treasure brings 
Receive more, and spend more, and soonest break« 
This (which I'm amaz'd that I can speak) 
This death hath with my store 
My use increas'd. 
And so my soul, more earnestly releas'd, 
Will outstrip her's : as bullets fio"WTv\iefe"t^> 
A later bullet may o'ertake, the ^o^wd^t \ie«v%\xv<^^^ 
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A JET RIJ^G SEJ^TT, 

Thou art not so black as my heart* 
Nor half so brittle as her heart thou art ; 
What woiUd'st thou say ? shall both our properties 
by thee be spoke f 
Nothing more endless, nothing sooner broke. 

Marriage rings are not of this stuff; 

Oh ! why should aught less precious, or less tough, 

Figure our lores ? except in thy name thou have 

bid it say, [away.** 

"Pm cheap, and naught but fashion, fling m' 

Yet stay with me, since thou art come, 
Circle this finger's top, which did'st her thumb : 
Be justly proud, and gladly safe, that thou dost 
dwell with me ; [thee. 

She that, oh ! broke her faith, would soon break 
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EPIGRAMS. 



BIRO ATTD LXAHSSR. 

UoTH robb'd of air, we both lie in one g^und, 
Both whom one fire had burnt, one water drown'd. 



FTRAMUB A^IO THISBE. 



Two bv themselves each other love and fear, 
Slain, cruel friends by parting have join'd here. 



PHRTRX. 



Thy flattering picture, Phryne, *s like to thee 
Only in this, that you both painted be. 



AH OBSCURR WRITIR. 

PniLO with twelve yean study hath been griev'd 
To b' understood, when will he be bclievM ' 

Klockius so deeply hath sworn ne'er mote Vo cw^nr. 
la bMwdjrhouie, that he darea not ^ ViOTcie* 
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ELEGIES. 



THE PERFUME. 

OitcRi and but once, found in thy company, 
All thy suppoiied 'sciipcg arc laid on me ; 
And as a thief at bar is qucstion'd there 
By all the men that have been robbM that year, 
80 am I (by this traitorous nieand surprisM) 
By the hydroptic fUthor catcchiJiM. 
Though he had wont to search with jflazcd eyes, 
An thouf(h he came to kill a cockatrice ; 
Thouich he hath ot\ sworn, that he v^ould remove 
Thy beauty's beauty, and food of our love, 
Hope of his )^odM, if 1 with thee wen* seen ; 
Yet close ami secret, as o\ir souIh, we've b(?eii. 
*rhoug;h thy immortal mother, which doth ho 
Htill buried in her bed, yet will not die, 
i'aken this advantagt; to sleep out day-li)^ht. 
And watch thy entries and returns all nij^ht; 
And, when she takes thy hand, and would seem kind. 
Doth search what rings and armlets she can find; 
And kissing notes tlic colour of thy face, 
And fearing lest tliotrrt swoln, doth thee embrace; 
And, to try if thou long, doth name strange meats. 
And notes thy paleness, blushes, sighs, and sweats. 
And politicly will to thee confess 
77ic Miii of her own youtXCt TaxvY\^\1^A\i^«»\ 
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Yet love these sorc'ries did remove, and move 
Thee to gull thine own mother for my love. 
Thy little brethren, which like fairy sprites 
Oft skippM into our chamber those sweet nights. 
And kiss'd and dandled on thy father's knee. 
Were brib'd next day ; to teU what they did see : 
The grim eight foot high iron-bound serving-man, 
That oft names God in oaths, and only then. 
He that, to bar the first gate, doth as wide 
As the great llhodian Colossus stride. 
Which, if in Hell no other pains there were. 
Makes me fear Well, because he must be there : 
Though by thy father he were hir'd to this. 
Could never witness any touch or kiss. 



HIS PICTURE. 

IIerk, take my picture; though I bid farewell : 
Thine in my heart, where my soul dwells, shall dwell, 
'Tis like me now, but, I dead, 'twill be more, 
"When we are shadows both, than 'twas before. 
When weather-beaten I come back ; my hand 
Perhaps with rude oars torn, or sun-beams tann'd - 
My face and breast of hair-cloth, and my head 
M'ith care's harsh sudden hoariness o'erspread ; 
My body a sack of bones, broken within. 
And powder's blue stains scatter'd on my skin : 
If rival fools tax thee t' have lov'd a man 
So foul and coarse, as, oh ! I may seem then. 
This shall say what I was : and thou. sYv»\\. s'e^j^ 
" Do his hurts reach me ? doth my wotVYv iJi^c^v ^- 
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Or do they reach hit judging mind, that he 
8ho\ild now love less, what he did love to see ? 
That which in him was fair and delicate, 
Was but the milk, which in love's childish state 
Did nurse it : who now is grown strong enough 
To feed on that, which, to weak tastes, seems tougi 



i ELEGY. 

Natubk's lay idiot, I taught thee to love. 
And in that sophistry, oh ! how thou dost prove 
Too subtle ! Fool, thou didst not understand 
The mystic language of the eye nor hand : 
Nor could'st thou judge the difference of the aii 
Of sighs, and say, this lies, this sounds despair : 
Nor by th' eye's water know a malady 
Desperately hot, or changing fevcrously. 
I had not taught thee then the alphabet 
Of flowers, how they, devisefuUy being set 
And bound up, might with speechless sccresy 
Deliver errands mutely and mutually. 
Remember, since all thy words us'd to be 
To every suitor, " I, if my friends agree ;" 
Since household charms thy husband's name 

teach 
Were all the love tricks that thy wit could read 
And since an hour's discourse could scarce hj 

made 
One answer in thee, and that ill array'd 
In broken proverbs and torn sentences ; 
Thou art not by so many duties his, 
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(That, fifoin the worldfs common having severed ^ 

thee. 
Inlaid thee, neither to be seen nor see) 
As mine : who have with amorous delicacies 
Refin'd thee into a blissful paradise. 
Thy graces and good works my creatures be, 
I planted knowledge and life's tree in thee : 
Which, oh ! shall strangers taste ? Must I, alas ! 
Frame and enamel plate, and drink in glass ? 
Chafe wax for other's seals ? break a colt's force, 
And leave him then being made a ready horse ? 



9 



VrOK THE LOSS 07 HIS MI8TB£SS's CHAIN, rOB WHICH 
HE MADE SATISFACTIOir. 

Not, that in colour it was Uke thy hair, 
\ Armlets of that thou may'st still let me wear: 
\ Nor, that thy hand it oft embrac'd and kiss'd, 
\ For so it had that good, which oft I miss'd : 
Wor for that silly old morality. 
That as these links were knit, our loves should be ; 
lourn I, that I thy sevenfold chain have lost: 
' Nor for the luck's sake ; but the bitter cost. 
O ! shall twelve righteous angels, wliich as yet 
No leaven of vile solder did admit ; 
Nor yet by any way have strayed or gone 
From the first state of their creation ; 
Angels, which Heaven commanded to provide 
All things to me, and be my faithful guide ; 
To gain new fnends, t' appease old etveasLft^-, 
To comfort my soul, when I lie or toc \ 
Vo£. TV. O 
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^ 8hall these twelve innoccnti by thy fevere 
Sentence (dread judg^e) my nil's great burden bear^ 
Shall tliey be damn'd, and in the furnace thrown* 
And puniah'd for oflTenccs not their own ? 
They save not me, they do not eaae my paini, 
When in that Hell they're burnt and ty'd in chains : 
Were they but crowna of France* 1 cared not. 
For most of them tlieir natural country rot 
I think posseisetli* they come here to ut, 
So pale* lo lame, ao lean, ao ruinous ; 
And howsoc'cr French kings moH Chrittian be. 
Their crowns are circunicis'd most Jewishly ; 
Or were tliey Spanish stamps still travelling, 
That arc become as catholic as tlieir king. 
Those unlick'd bear-whelps, uniil'd pistolcts. 
That (more than cannon-shot) avails or lets. 
Which, negligently left unrounded, look 
Like many angled figures in the book 
Of some dread conjurer, that would enforce 
Nature, as these do justice, from her course. 
Which, as the soul quickens head, feet, and heart, 
As streams like veins run through th' Eartli's ev'ry 
Visit all countries, and have slily made [part* 

Gorgeous France ruin'd ; ragged and decay'd 
Scotland, which knew no state, proud in one day ; 
And mangled seveiiteen-headed Uelgia: 
Or were it such gold as that, wherewithal! 
Almighty chymicH from each inineml 
Having by subtle fire a soul out-puUM, 
Arc dirtily and desperately gull'd : 
I would not spit to quench the fire they're iji> 
For they arc guilty of nuich heinous sin. 
But nhsiU my jiannless angels peribh P Shall 

f hsc my gnaiHjf mr ease, my ?t»od,m^ ^\Vi 
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Muchliope» vluch they should nourish, will be dead. 
Much of tny able youth, and lusty head 
Will vanish, if thou, love, let them alone. 
For thou wilt love hie leslS, when they are gone ; 
And be content, that some lewd squeaking crier, 
Well pleas'd vrith one lean thread-bare groat for 
May like a devil roar through every street, [hire. 
And gall the iinder's^conscience, if they meet. 
Or let me creep to some dread conjurer. 
That with fantastic scenes fills full much paper ; 
Which hath divided Heaven in tenements, 
And with whores, thieves, and murderers, stuff 'd 

his rents • ^ 

So full, that though he pass them all in sin, 
He leaves himself no room to enter in. 

But if, when all his art and time is spent, 
He say 'twill ne'er be found, yet be content ; 
Receive from him the doom ungrudgingly. 
Because he is the mouth of Destiny. 

Thou say'st, alas ! the gfold doth still remain, 
Though it be changed, and put into a chain ; 
So in the first fall'n angels resteth still 
Wisdom and knowledge, but 'tis tum'd to ill ; 
As these should do good works, and should provide 
Necessities ; but now. must nurse thy pride : 
And they are still bad angels ; mine are none : 
For form gives being, and their form is gone : 
Pity these angels yet : their dignities 
Pass \irtues, powers, and principalities. 

But thou art resolute ; thy will be done ;. 
Yet with such anguish, as her only son 
The mother in the hung^ grave doth lay. 
Unto the fire these martyrs 1 betray. 
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Good soull^ (for you give life to every thing) 
Good angels, (for good messages you bring) 
DestinM you might have been to such an one. 
As would have lov'd and worshipped you alone 
One that would suffer hunger, nakedness, 
Yea death, ere he would make your number lei 
But I am guilty of your sad decay : 
May your few fellows longer with me stay. 

But oh, thou wretched finder, whom I hate 
So, that I almost pity thy estate. 
Gold being the heaviest metal amongvt all. 
May my most heavy curse upon thee fall : 
Here fettered, manacledf and hanged in chuns. 
First may'st thou be ; then chain'd to hellish pa 
Or be with foreign g^ld brib*d to betray 
Thy country, and fail both of it and thy pay. 
May the next thing, thou stoop'st to reach, cor 
Poison, whose nimble fume rot thy moist brain 
Or libels, or some interdicted thing, 
"Which, negtigently kept, thy ruin bring. 
Lust-bred diseases rot thee ; and dwell with th 
Itching desire, and no ability. 
May all the evils, that gold ever wrought ( 
All mischief that all devils ever thought ; 
Want after plenty ; poor and gouty age ; 
The plague of travailers, love and marriage. 
Afflict thee ; and at thy life's last moment 
May thy swoln sins themselves to tiiee present. 

But I forgive : repent, thou honest man : 
Gold is restorative, restore it then : 
But if that from it thou be'st loth to part. 
Because 'tis cordial, would 'twere at thy heart. 
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THE EXPOSTULATION. 

^ To make the doubt clear, that no woman's true. 
Was it my fate to prove it strong in you ? 
Thought I, but one had breathed purest air, 
And must she needs be false, because she's fair ? 
Is it your beauty's mark, or of your youth. 
Or your perfection not to study truth ? 
Or think you Heav'n is deaf, or hath no eyes, 
Or those it hath smile at your perjuries ? 
Are vows so chej^> with women, or the matter 
Whereof they're made, that they are writ in water^ 
And blown away with wind ? Or doth their breath 
(Both hot and cold) at once make life and death ? 
Who could have thought so many accents sweet 
Form'd into words, so many sighs should meet. 
As from our hearts, so many oaths, and tears 
Sprinkled among (all sweet'ned by our fears) 
And the divine impression of stol'n kisses. 
That seal'd the rest, should now prove empty 

blisses ? 
Did you draw bonds to forfeit ? sign to break ? 
Or must we read you quite from what you speak, 
And find the truth out the wrong way ? or must 
He first desire you false, who'ld wish you just ? 
O, I profane : though most of women be 
This kind of beast, my thoughts shaU except thee, 
My dearest love ; though froward jealousy 
With circumstance might urge thy inconstancy, 
Sooner I'll think the Sun will cease to cheer 
The teeming Earth, and that forget to bear : 

2 
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Sooner that riven will run back, or Thamet 

With ribs of ice in June will bind his streams ; 

Or Nature, by whose strength the world endures. 

Would change her course, before you alter yours. 

But oh ! that treacherous b^ast, to whom weak you 

Did trust our counsels, and we both may rue. 

Having his fidsehood found too late, 'twas he 

That made me cast you guilty, and you me ; 

Whilst he (black wretch) betrayed each simple word 

We spake unto the cunning of a third. 

Curs'd may he be, that so our love hath slain. 

And wander on the Earth, wretched as Cain, 

Wretched as he, and not deserve least pity ; 

In plaguing him let nusery be witty. 

Let all eyes shun him, and he shun each eye. 

Till he be ncnsome as his infamy ; 

May he without remorse deny God thrice. 

And not be trusted more on his soul's price ; 

And after all self-torment, when he dies 

May wolves tear out his heart, vultures his eyes ; 

Swine eat his bowels ; and his falser tongue. 

That utter*d all, be to some raven flung ; 

And let his carrion<corse be a longer feast 

To tlie king's dog^, than any other beast. 

Now 1 have curs'd, let us our love revive ; 

In mo the flame was never more alive ; 

1 could beg^n again to court and praise, 

And in tliat pleasure lengthen the short days 

Of my life's lease ; like painters, that do take 

Delight, not in made works, but whilst they make. 

i could renew those times, when first I saw 

I.ove in your eyes, that gave my tongue the law 

To like what you lik'd ; and at masks and plays 

f'ommend the self-same actors tiie aaravt n««^^ -, 
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Ask how you did, and often, with intent 
Of being officious, be impertinent; 
All which were such soft pastimes, as in these 
Love was as subtily catch'd, as a disease ; 
But being got it is a treasure sweet, 
Which to defend is harder than to get : 
And ought not be pr6fan'd on either part. 
For though 'tis got by chance, 'tis kept by art. 



.AY EPITHALAMIUM 

40K FBEDXRICK OOUITT PALATINE OV THE RHTB-E, AKI) 
THE LADT ELIZABETH, 

Bang married ti Si, Valentini?» day, 

'Hail bishop Valentine, whose day this is. 

All the air is thy diocese. 

And all the chirping choristers 
And other birds are thy parishioners : 

Thou marry'st every year 
The lyric lark, and the g^ve whispering dove ; 
The sparrow, that neglects his life for love ; 
The household bird with the red stomacher ; 

Thou mak'st the blackbird speed as soon. 
As doth the goldfinch or the halcyon ; 
The husband cock looks out, and strai^t is sped. 
And meets his wife, which bringps her feather-bed. 
This day more cheerfully than ever shine. 
This day, which might inflame thyself, old Valentine . 



ECLOGUE. 

ALLOFMAllCfl. 

UwfBAtoivAiitB fnafi» ftatue of ice, * 

What could to eounti^'f tolHude entice 
Tbee» in thif year'f cold and decrepid time f 
Nature'! inftinct draws to the warmer dime 
Er'n imaller birda, who by that courage dare 
In numerouf fleeta fail through their tea, the air. 
What delicacy can in fields appear, 
WhiUd Hora henelf doth a fritt Jerkin wear f 
Whilit windt do dl the trees and hedges strip 
Of Icarcs, to furnish rods enough to whip 
Thy madness from thee, and all springs by frost, 
flaring tak'n cold, and their sweet murmurs lost ^ 
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SATIRES. 



AwAT, thou changeling motley humourUt, 

Leave me, and In this standing wooden chest;, 

Consorted with these few books, let me lie 

In prison, and here be coffin'd, when I die : 

Here are God's conduits, grave divines ; and here 

Is Nature's secretary, the philosopher ; 

And wily statesmen, which teach how to tie 

The sinews of a city's mystic body ; 

Here gatliering chroniclers, and by them stand 

Giddy fantastic poets of each land. 

Shall I leave all this constant company. 

And follow headlong wild uncertain thee ? 

First swear by thy best love here, in earnest, 

(If thou, which lov'st all, canst love any best) 

Thou wilt not leave me in the middle street, 

Though some more spruce companion thou dost 

Not though a captain do come in thy way [meet ; 

Bright parcel gilt, with forty dead men's pay ; 

Not though a brisk perfum'd pert courtier 

Deign with a nod thy courtesy to answer ; 

Nor come a velvet justice with a \oi\^ 

Great tnin ofbiue-coats, twelve or foMrVc^xv>i.Ve'2>vi'^% 
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WiJt thou gnn or fiiwii on him, or prepare 
A speech to court his beftutcous non and heir ^ 
For better or worse take me, or leave me : 
To take aiMl leave me is adultery. 



Sooner may one guess, who shall bear away 

The infantry of tAmdon hence to India; 

And sooner may a gulling weather-spy, 

By drawing forth Hcav'n's scheme, tell certainly 

What fashion'd hats, or ruffs, or suits, next year 

Our giddy-headed antic youth will wear. 

Than thou, when thou depart'st from me, can show 

Whither, why, when, or with whom, thou would'it 

But how shall I be pardonM my offence, [go. 

Tlut thus have sinn'd against my conscience ^ 

Now we are in the street ; he first of all, 

lmprovi<lcntly proud, creeps to the wall ; 

And so imprisoned, and hemmM in by me. 

Hells for a little state his liberty ; 

Yet though he cannot skip forth now to greet 

Kvcry fine silken painted fool we meet. 

He them to him with amorous smiles allures, 

And grins, smacks, shrugs, and such an itch eti- 

dures. 
As 'prentices or school-boys, which do know 
(>f some gay sport abroad, yet dare not go. 
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SATIRE. 

Let him ask his. Though Truth and Falsehood be 

Near twins, yet Truth a little elder is. 

Be busy to seek her ; believe me this, 

He's not of none, nor worst, that seeks the best. 

T' adore, or scorn an image, or protest. 

May all be bad. Doubt wisely, in strange way 

To stand inquiring right, is not to stray ; 

To sleep or run wrong, is. On a huge hill, 

Cragged and steep. Truth stands, and he, that will 

Reach her, about must and about it go ; 

And what the hill's suddenness resists, win so. 

Yet strive so, that before age, death's twilight. 

Thy soul rest, for none can work in that night. 

To will implies delay, tlierefore now do : 

Hard deeds the body's pains ; hard knowledge to 

The mind's endeavours reach ; and mysteries 

Are like the Sun, dazzling, yet plain t' all eyes. 

Keep the truth, which thou hast found ; men do not 

In so ill case, that God hath with his hand [stand 

Sign'd kings' blank-chai-ters, to kill whom they hate. 

Nor ai*e thy vicars, but hangmen, to fate. 

Pool and wretch, wilt thou let thy soul be ty'd 

To man's laws, by whicli she shall not' be try'd 

At the last day ? Or will it then boot t\\v.e 

To say a Philip or a Gregory, 

A Harry or a Martin, taught me tl)is ? 

Is not this excuse for mere contiaries, 

Equally strong? cannot both sides say so? [know ; 

That thou may'st rightly obey power, her bounds 

Those past her nature and name's cbang'd ^ to b^ 

Then humble to her is idolatry. 



Aifti«niittfe^|M««rki tiMMe UeM^d flowa%tt 

dweU 
AttlieriMgli iMd»tluxfeaM|idaiv« 

But ha:nii|^ ttn ir rom^ — d timwMwlytn gftvBi 
To tibe itreaiii^ v ftge» aln! «e Mv«i 

Tlumigli BuSi^ ^ irood%«ada[klHi^akni 

CknMUBi'diiit muMfeauc^loft: 

Sopeiidkti h re ch«mByia«n** najoii 

PQiPer»lhini dcMiiro, bwi flod hhmwlf to tw 



SJTJJRE. 

Wxxi;; I nu^ BOW KOfirey Mid ^^ Uy nn 
Indeed it greaA^ tttt yvt I h^ve been In 
A purgatory, loch u hu^d HeH i*- 
A recreatioiiy and acant map of this. 
My imnd» neither with pride'a itch» nor yet hath be 
Poison'd with lore to see, or to be seen; 
I had no suit there, nor new suit to show, 
Yet went to court ; but as Ghure, which did go 
To mass in jest, catch'd, was fiun to disburse 
The hundred marks, which is the statute's cune 
Before he s^ap'd ; so 't pleas'd my destiny 
(Cruilty of my sin of g^ing) to think me 
As prone to all ill, and of good as forget- 
Ful, as proud, lustful, and as much in debt, 
As vun, as witless, and as false as they 
Which dwell in court, for once going that way 
Therefore I suffer'd this : towards me did run 
A thing more strange, than on Nile's slime the S 
B'er bred, or all which into Noah's ark came : 
A thing which would Yiave potfd KAasivNa xsaxfikKi 
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atrang^er than seven antiquaries' studies, 
Than Airic's monsters, Guiana's rarities. 
Stranger than strangers : one, who for a Dane 
In the Dane's massacre had sure been slain. 
If he had liv'd then ; and without help dies. 
When next the 'prentices 'gainst strangers rise ; 
One, whom the watch at noon lets scarce g^ by ; 
One, t' whom th' examining justice sure would cry, 
** Sir, by your priesthood, tell me what you are." 
His cloUies were strange, though coarse ; and black 

though bare ; 
Sleeveless his jerkin was, and it had been 
Velvet, but 'twas now (so much ground was seen) 
Become tufftaffaty ; and our children shall 
See it plain rash awhile, then nought at all. 
The thing hath travell'd, and faith speaks all tongues. 
And only knoweth what t' all states belongs. 
Made of th' accents, and best phrase of all these. 
He speaks one language. If strange meats displease. 
Art can deceive, or hunger force my taste ; 
But pedant's motley tongue, soldier's bombast. 
Mountebank's drug-tongue, nor the terms of law^ 
Are strong enough preparatives to draw 
Me to hear this, yet I must be content 
With his tongue, in his tongue calPd compliment .- 
In which he can win widows, and pay scores. 
Make men speak treason, cozen subtlest whores. 
Out-flatter favourites, or outlie either 
Jovius or Surius, or both tog^er. 
He names me, and comes to me ; I whisper, " God \ 
How have I sinn'd, that thy wrath's furious rod. 
This fellow, chooseth me." He saith, " Sir, 
I love your judgment j whom do yovn v^^^^^^ 
Vol. IV. P 



170 JK>]fVB. 

Tor the bcftt linffuitt P" and J HiUily 

Said, that I thought Calepinc's Dictionary. 

" Nay, but of men, moi»t sweet sir ?" Beza thcn» 

Some Jetuiti, and two reverend men 

(Hour two academies 1 nam'd; here 

He atopp'd me, and Mud : ** Nay, your apottlcf wer« 

Good pretty linff uiati, ao Panurgui was } 

Yet a poor {gentleman ; all these may pass 

By travel ;" then, as if he would have sold 

His tongue, he prais'd it, and such wonders told. 

Thai I was fuin to say, ** If you had Uv'd, sir, 

I'ime enough to have been interpreter 

To Dabel's bricklayers, sure the tow'r had stood.** 

He adds, « If of court-hfe you knew the good, 

You would leave loncness.'' I said, ** Not alone 

My lonencss is( but Spartan's fashion, 

To teach by painting drunkards, doth not last 

Now ; Arctiuc's pictures have made few chaste ; 

No more can princes* courts, tlunigh there be few 

Uottttr picturi'S of vice, teacli me virtue.** 

He, like lo a high-»tretch*d lutc-sliiMg, squoak'd, 

" (), sir, 
'Tis sweet Id talk of kings.** — "At W'cHtiuii.filcr,*' 
Said I, " the inuii that keeps the abbey ton)l)s. 
Ami for his price (U)th, with whoever eoincs, 
Of lill our Ilarrvs and our Kfl wards talk, 
From king to king, and all their kin can walk: 
Your ears shall heur nought but kings; your eyes 

nwct 
Kings only; the way to it is King*s Street.** 
He smack*(l, and cry'd, •* He's base, mechanic 

coarse ; 
*Si> *rc 4ill your Knghsh men in their discourse. 
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Are not your Frenchmen neat?" ** Mine, as you 

see, 
I have but one, sir, look, he follows me." 
•* Certes they're neatly clothM. I of this mind am> 
Your only wearing is your grogaram." 
" Not so, sir, I have more." Under this pitch 
He would not fly ; I chaf 'd him : but as itch 
Scratched into smart, and as blunt iron ground 
Into an edge, hurts worse : so I, fool found. 
Crossing hurt me. To fit my sullenness^^; 
He to another key his style doth dress : ^^ 
And asks, what news ; I tell him of new plays» 
He takes my hand, and as a still which stays 
A semibrief 'twixt each drop, he nigg^ardly, 
As lothe to enrich me, so tells many a lie. 
More than ten Hollenslieads, or Hdls, or Stows, 
Of tri\aal household trash he knows ; he knows 
When the queen frown'd or smil'd, and he knows 

what 
A subtle statesman may gather of that ; 
He knows wl>o loves whom ; and who by poison 
Hastes to an office's reversion ; 
He knows who 'hath sold his land, and now doth beg 
A license old iron, boots, and shoes, and egg- 
Shells to transport ; shortly boys shall not play 
At span-counter or blow point, but shall pay 
Toil to some courtier ; and, wiser than all us. 
He knows, what lady is not painted. 



Would n't Heraclitus laugh to see Macriue^ 
From hat to sboe, himself at door Te^T\c> 
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As if the pretence were a Ifoechite; and lift 

His skirts and hoee, and call his clodiei to riniftt ' 

Makinj^ them confess not onlj mortal 

Great stains and holes in them* but yenial 

Feathers and diiat» wherewith they fornicate : 

And then by 'Dwki^b roles rnrrey the state 

Of his each limby and with itringB the odda tries 

Of his neck to 1^ leg, and waist to thighs. 

So in immaculate clothes and symmetry 

Perfect as circles^ with such nicety. 

As a young preacher at his first time goes 

To preach, he enters ; and a lady, which owea 

Him not so much ss good will, he arrests^ 

And unto her protests, protests, protests ; 

So much as at Rome would senre to Wt thrown 

Ten cardinals into the Inquisition ; 

And whispers by Jesu so (^t, that a 

Pursuivant would have ravirii'd him away. 

For sa3ning our lady's psalter. But 'tis fit 

That they each other plague, they merit it. 

But here comes Glorious, that wiU plagfue them both. 

Who in the other extreme only doth 

Call a rough carelessness good fashion; 

Whose cloak his spurs tear, or whom he spits on. 

He cares not, he. His ill words do no harm 

To him, he rushes in, as if. Arm, Arm, 

He meant to cry ; and though his face be as ill 

As theirs, which in old hangings whip Christ, still 

He strives to look worse, he keeps all in awe ; 

.Tests like a liccns'd fool, commands hke law. 

Tir'd now I leave this place, and but pleas'd so, 

As men from jails to execution go. 
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60 through the g^at chamber (why is it hung^ 
With the seven deadly sins ?) being among 
Those Askaparts, men big enough to throw 
Charing-cross for a bar, men that do know 
No token of worth, but queen*s man, and fine 
Living, barrels of beef, and flaggons of wine. 
I shook like a spy'd spy. Preachers, which are 
Seas of wit and arts, you can, then dare 
Drown the sins of this place, for, for me. 
Which am but a scant brook, it enough shall be 
To wash the stains away ; although I yet 
(With Machabee, modesty) the known merit 
Of my work lessen : yet some wise men shall, 
I hope, esteem my wits canonical. 



SATIRE, 

I FOUND, by Mm, least sound him who most knows> 
He swears well, speaks ill, but best of clothes. 
What fit summer, what what^vinter, what the spring, 
He had Uving, but now these ways come in 
His whole revenues. Where his whore now dwells, 
And hath dwelt, since his father's death, he tells. 
Yea he tells most cunningly each hid cause 
Why whores forsake their bawds. To these some 

laws 
He knows of the duel, and on his skill 
The least jot in that or these he quarrel will. 
Though sober, but ne'er fought. I kxvow 
yvhsLt made bia valour undubVd mivdTM3\ ^o, 

P2 
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Within a point at most : yet for all this 
(Which if moft strange) Natta thinks no man is 
More honest than liimself. Thus men may want 
Conscience* whilst being brought up ignorant. 
They use themselves to vice. And besides those 
Illiberal arts forenam'd» no vicar knows, 
Nor other captain less than he, his schools 
Are ordinaries, where civil men seem fools, 
Or are for being there ; liis best books, plays. 
Where, meeting godly scenes, perhaps he prays. 
His first set prayer was for liis fatlier's ill. 
And sick, that be might die : that had, until 
The lands were gone he troubled God no more ; 
And then ask'd him but his right, that the whore 
Whom he had kept, might now keep him: she 

spent. 
They left each other on even teims ; she went 
To Bridewell, he unto the wars, where want 
Ilath made him valiant, and a lieutenant 
He is become : where, as they pass apace. 
He steps aside, and for his captain's place 
He prays again : tells God, he will confess 
His sins, swear, drink, dice, and whore thenceforth 
On this condition, that if his captain die [less. 

And he succeed, but his prayer did not ; they 
Both cashier'd came home, and he is braver now 
Than his captain : all men wonder, few know how. 
Can he rob ? No ; — Cheat ? No ; — or doth he spend 
His own P No. Fidus, he is thy dear friend, 
That keeps him up. I would thou wert thine own. 
Or thou had'st as good a friend as thou art one. 
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Burst take so hard a task kings were but men. 
And by their place more noted, if they err ; 
How they and their lords unworthy men prefer ; 
And, as unthriils, had rather give away 
Great sums to flatterers, than small debts pay ; 
So they their greatness hide, and greatness show. 
By giving them that which to worth they owe : 
IVhat treason is, and what did Essex kill ? 
Not true treason, but treason handled ill : 
And which of them stood for their country's good P 
Or what might be the cause of so much blood ? 
He said she stunk, and men might not have said 
That she was old before that she was dead. 
His case was hard to do or suffer ; loath 
To do, he made it harder, and did both : 
Too much preparing lost them all their lives. 
Like some in plagues kilPd with preservatives. 
Friends, like land-soldiers in a storm at sea. 
Not knowing what to do, for him did pray. 
They told it all the world ; where was their wit ? 
Cuffs, putting on a sword, might have told it. 
And princes must fear favourites more than foes. 
For still beyond revenge ambition goes. 
How since her death, with sumpter horse that Scot 
Hath rid, who, at his coming up, had not 
A sumpter-dog. But till that I can write 
Things worth thy tenth reading, dear Nick, good 
, night. 
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MT/IiE. 

Msir write» ihftt love and re Mon didaprre^^ 
But I ii«tVr Mw*i tixprenu'd u 'U» in thee?. 
Well, 1 ntuy kiul ihct*, Uml munt make thee fee » 
But thtito eyes bltml too, thcrrU no hope for thei;« 
llioti iiay*»t| ihc'n wifie and witty, fair and free i 
All thi*»e arc reasona why nUa should «com thee. 
Thou doMt pr(Hcit thy love, and would'itt it ihow 
By matchtnuf her^aa ffhc would niat<*h her foe : 
And would *iit pciKuadfi her to a wor»e offence 
Thau that, whereof thou dlditt aceuae her wench. 



Do what nUi* can, love for not hi n|f allow. 

BcnidcN, lutrt; wt^rc too mur'h fcain and mrtrchandiae * 

And wh<-n thou art r<Tward<'<!, dcintrt <Utti. 

Now thou haat oddxof hint nUi*. Utwn, he may doubt 

Her constancy, hut none can put thee out. 

Aj^ain, he thy love true, >ih< 'II prove <livine. 

And in the end the |food on'i will fie thine : 

For tljotjj(h thmi umni ne'er think of other love. 

And Hit wilt ttilvaucc her an higt) above 

Virtue, un eauHe above viU'.cX can be ; 

'Tin virtue to be chairte, which she'll make thee. 
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LETTERS 

TO SEVERAL PERSOJ>rAOES, 



TO MR. CHRISTOPHER BROOK, 

raOM THE IILAHO TOTAGE WITH THE EiiBL OF ESSEX, 

THE STORM. 

Thof, which art I, ('tis nothing to be so) 
Thou, which art still thyself, by this shalt know 
Part of our passage ; and a hand, or eye. 
By Hilliard drawn, is worth a history 
By a worse pwnter made ; and (without pride) 
When by thy judgment they are dignify'd. 
My lines are such. 'Tis the pre-eminence 
Of friendship only t' impute excellence. 
England, to whom we owe what we be, and have. 
Sad that her sons did seek a foreign grave, 
(For Fate's or Fortune's drifts none can gainsay. 
Honour and misery have one face, one way) 
From out her pregnant entrails sigh'd a wind. 
Which at th' air's middle marble room did find 
Such strong resistajice, that itself it threw 
Downward ag^n ; and so when it did view 
How in the port our fleet dear time OiidX^es^, 
Withering like prisoners, which iie Wl ^ot ^^^^^ 
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Mildly it kiHtM our saiU, and frcsb and flwcct. 
Ah to a Htomach starvM, whoHc inHidoM meet, 
Meat comeH, it came ; and hwoIc our itaiU, wlien we 
Bo joy'd, aH Sarali her swelling joy'd to fee : 
But 'twan but so kind, as our countrymen, [then. 
Which bring friends one day's way, and leave them 
Then like two mighty kings, which dwelhng far 
Asundcrr, meet against a Uiird to war, 
Tlie south and west winds join'd, and, as they blew» 
Waves like a rolling trench before them threw. 
Sooner than you read this line, clid the gale. 
Like shot not fcar'd till felt, our sails assail ; 
And what at first was call'd a guitt, the same 
Hath now a storm's, anon a tempest's name. 
JonuH, I pity thee, and curse those men. 
Who, when tlie storm rag'd most, did wake thee 
81c*ep is pain's casieMt salve, and doth fulfil [then: 
All offices of dculli, except to kill. 
J)ut when I wak'd, I saw tiiat 1 saw not. 
I and the Sun, wiiicli should UmM thee, Usui forgot 
East, west, ilay, night ; and 1 could only say, 
Had the world lusted, that it had been day. 
lliousands our noises w<tre, yet we 'niongst all 
Could none by his right nunu*, but thunder cull : 
Light niug was ull our ligin, and it ruinM more 
'riiuii if the Hun had drunk ihc mii before. 
Souie cofUn'd in tiutir cabins lie, ecpially 
Oriirv'd that they are not dead, and yet must die 
And as sin-biirden'd hoiIs froin graves will creep 
At llie iuhl duy, some forth their cabins peep : 
Aurl ti- in'ling a«l' wliat !l<•^^'«, and do hear so 
As j<alouM litisbaiids, wliat they would not know- 
Sami', s/ttj/jg on tin hatcAieft, v^oviUi seem thcr«i 
Wiiii /lidcouf gazing to fear a>Nay ^t^t. 
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There note they the ship's sicknesses, the mast 
Shak'd witli an ague, and the hokl and waste 
With n salt dropsy clogg'd, and our tacklings 
Snappinj^, like too high-stretch'd treble strings. 
And from our tattered sails rags drop down so, 
As from one hang'd in chains a year ago. 
Yea, even our ordnance, plac'd for our defence. 
Strives to break loose, and 'scape away from thence. 
Pumping hath tir'd our men, and wliat's the gain ? 
Seas into seas thrown we suck in again: 
Hearing hath deaf'd our sailors, and if they 
Knew how to hear, there's none knows what to say. 
Compared to these storms, death is but a qualm. 
Hell somewhat lightsome, the Bermuda's calm. 
Darkness, Light's eldest brother, his birth-right 
Cliiims o'er the world, and to Ileav'n hath eliascd 

light. 
All things are one ; and that one none can be. 
Since all forms uniform defonnity 
Doth cover; so that we, except God say 
Another fiat, shall have no more day. 
So violent, yet long ihesr furies be, [thee. 

That though tliine absence stunc me, I wisli not 

THE CJLM. 

OrR storm is p.i8t, and that storm's tyrannous rage 

A stupid culm, but notiitng it doth swage. 

The fable is invertevl, ami far more 

A block a^iets now, than a stork before. 

Storms c'lafe, and soon wear out tlu ii:scN\s or us; 

In calms. Heaven 1 iighs to Bee us languish thus. 

\8 steady as I couid wish my tUov\^\\Va >xct«> 

rnootli us thy /riistress' ^laM, tir vrVxaX %\usmi% ^^er^.^ 
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The sea is now, and as the isles which Wc 
8eck, when we can move, our ships rooted be. 
As water did in titorms, now pitch runs out. 
As lead, when a iir'd church becomes one spout ; 
And all our beauty and our trim decays. 
Like courts removing, or like ending plays. 
The fighting place now seamen's rage supply ; 
And all the tackHng is a frippery. 
No use of lanthoms ; and in one place lay 
Feathers and dust, to-day and yesterday. 
Eartli's hollowness^ which the world's lungs are. 
Have no more wind than the upper vault of air. 
We can nor lost friends nor sought foes recover, 
But, meteor-like, save that wc move not, hover. 
Only the calenture together draws 
Dear friends, which meet dead in g^eat fish's mawt; 
And on the hatches, as on altars, lies 
Each one, his own priest, and own sacrifice. 
Who live, that miracle do multiply, 
"Where walkers in hot ovens do not die. 
If in despite of these we swim, that hath 
No more refreshing than a brimstone batli ; 
But from tlie sea into the ship we turn, 
Ijke parboil'd wretches, on the coals to burn. 
Like Bajazet encag*d, tlic shepherd's scoff'; 
Or like slack-sine w'd Sampson, his hair off', 
Languisli our ships. Now as a myriad 
Of ants durst th' emperor's lov'd snake invade : 
The crawling galleys, sea-gulls, finny chips. 
Might brave our pinnaces, our bed-rid ships : 
Whether a rotten state and hope of gain. 
Or to disuse me from the queasy pain 
Of being belov'd and loving, or the thirst 
Of honour, or fair death, ouV-v^wkVOum^ tokt. 
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1 lose my end : for here as well as I 
A desperate may live, and coward die. 
Stag, dog, and all, which from or towiords flies, 
Is paid with life or prey, or doing dies : 
Fate g^dges us all, and doth subtily lay 
A scourge, 'gainst which we all forgot to pray. 
He that at sea prays for more wind, as well 
Under the poles may beg cold, heat in Hell. 
What are we then ? How little more, alas ! 
Is man now, than, before he was, he was ? 
Notliing ; for us, we are for nothing fit ; 
Chance or ourselves still disproportion it ; 
We have no power, no will, no sense : I lie ; 
t should not then thus feel this misery. 



TO MR, B. B. 

Is not thy sacred hunger of science 

Yet satisfy'd ? is not thy brain's rich hive 
Fulfill'd with honey, which thou dost derive 

From the arts' spirits and their quintessence ? 

Then wean thyself at last, and thee withdraw 
From Cambridge, thy old nurse ; and, as the rest, 
Here toughly chew and sturdily digest 

Th' immense vast volumes of our common law ; 

And begin soon, lest my grief grieve thee too. 
Which is that that, which I should have begun 
In my youth's morning, now late must be done : 

And I as giddy travellers must do, 
Which stray or sleep all day, and having lost 
Light and strength, dark and tir'd must then 
ride post. 

Vol. IV. O 



182 ••»«. 



% TO TBS 

coujrrEss of MtWTJUwnoA', 

I cAsrvoT feel the tempeit of afirown, 
I may be nit'd by loye, bat not thrown down; 
Though I -ctn pi^ those agh twice a day; 
I hate that tluiig wluqiera itielf awiy. 
Yet ance all lore ia fe venah, nHbo to treea 
Doth talk; yet dodi in love's cold ague freeze^ 
'Tls lofe^ but with audi fetal weakneaa made, 
Thatitdestroyaitaelfinthitaownahade. ' [paii 
Who first looVd sad, grieT*d, pin'd, and sho w'd li 
Was he that first taojg^t women to disdain. 

As all things were but one nothing, dull and wea) 
Until this raw disordered heap did break. 
And several desires led parts away. 
Water declin'd with earth, the air did stay. 
Fire rose, and each from other but unty'd. 
Themselves unprison'd were laid puriiy*d : 
So was love, first in vast confusion hid. 
An unripe willingness which nothing did, 
A thirst, an appetite which had no ease. 
That found a want, but knew not what would please 
What pretty innocence in that day mov'd ! 
Man ignorantly walk'd by her he lov*d ; 
Both sigh'd and interchanged a speaking eye. 
Both trembled and were sick, yet knew not why. 
That natural fearfulness, that struck man dumb. 
Might well (those times considered) man become. 
As all discoverers, whose first essay 
Pinds but the place •, ^X^t,^^ xv^^x^'aN.Nqvj 
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So passion is to woman's love, about. 
Nay, further off, than when we first set out. 
It is not love, that sues or doth contend ; 
Love either conquers, or but meets a friend. 
Man's better part consists of purer fire. 
And finds itself allow 'd, ere it desire. 
. Love is wise here, keeps home, g^vcs reason sway, 
And journies not till it find summer-way. 
A weather-beaten lover, but once known. 
Is sport for every g^l to practise on. [know. 

Who strives through woman's scorns women to 
Is lost, and seeks his shadow to outgo ; 
It is mere sickness after one disdain, 
Though he be callM aloud, to look again. 
Let others sin and g^eve ; one cunning sleight 
Shall freeze my love to crystal in a night. 
I can love first, and (if I win) love still ; 
And cannot be remov'd, unless she will. 
It is her fault, if I unsure remain ; 
She only can untie, I bind again. 
The honesties of love with ease I do. 
But am no porter for a tedious woe. 



^ DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN SIR HENRY WOOTTON AND MR. SONNT:. 

Ir her disdain least change in you can move. 

You do not love ; 
For when that hope gives fuel to the fire. 
You sell desire. 
Love is not love, but given free -, 
And so is mine, so should yovvrabc. 



Her heart, that mehs to hear of other's moaii^ 

To mine is stone ; 
Her eyes, that weep a stranger's eyes to see> 
Joy to woun4 me : 
Yet I so well affect each part. 
As (causM by them) I love my smart. 

Say her disdaimngii justly must be grac'd 

With name of chaste ; 
And that she frowns, lest longing should exceed. 
And raging breed ; 
So her disdains can ne'er offend ; 
Unless self-love take private end. 

'Tis love breeds love in me, and cold disdain 

Kills that again ; 
As water causetli fire to fret and fume, 
Till all consume. 
Who can of love more rich gift make, 
Than to love's self for love's own sake ^ 

I'll never dig in quarry of an heart, 

To have no part ; 
Nor roast in fiery eyes, which always are 
Canicular. 
Who this way would a lover prove, 
May show his patience, not his love. 

A frown may be sometimes for physic good, 

I Jut not for food ; 
And for that raging humour tlierc is sure 
A. gentler cure. 
Why bar you love of private end, 
IVhicji never sliould to pu\^^c ttw^^ 



v 
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TO THE 

COUJ^ESS OF SALISBURY, 

AUGUST, 1614. 

Faib, gfreat, and good, since seeing you we see 
What Heav'n can do, what any earth can be : 
Since now your beauty shines, now when the Sun, 
Grown stale, is to so low a value run. 
That his dishevel'd beams and scattered fires 
Serve but for ladies' periwigs and tires 
in lovers' sonnets : you come to repair 
God's book of creatures, teaching what is fair. 
Since now, when all is wither'd, shrunk, and dry'd, 
All virtues ebb'd out to a dead low tide, 
All the world's frame being crumbled into sand. 
Where ev'ry man thinks by himself to stand, 
Integ^ty, friendship, and confidence, 
(Cements of greatness) being vapour'd hence. 
And narrow man being fill'd with little shares. 
Courts, city, church, are all shops of small- wares. 
All having blown to sparks their noble fire. 
And drawn their sound gold ingot into wire ; 
All trying by a love of littleness 
To make abridgments and to draw to less. 
Even that nothing, which at first we were ; 
Since in these times your greatness doth appear. 
And that we learn by it, that man, to get 
Towards him that's infinite, must first be great. 
Since in an age so ill, as none is fit 
So much 35 to accuse, much, leaa meiv^\\» 

Q 2 
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(For who call jtidi^c or witncM of thotic times, 

WluTC all aliko are giiilty of the criiiics ?) 

Where he, «hal would be jC^o<1, is thought by all 

A monster, or at heat fantastical : 

Since now you durst be gcKMl, and that I do 

Discern, by daring to contemplate you, 

That there may be degrees of fair, great, good, 

Through your light, largeness, virtue understood: 

If in this sacrifice of mine be shown 

Any small spark of these, call it your own: 

And if things like these have been said by me 

Of others ; call not that idolatn'. 

For had God made man first, and man had seen 

The till rd day's fruits and flowers, and various grecni, 

He might have said the best that he c<7idd say 

Of those fair creatures, which were made tliat day -. 

And when next day he had admirM the birth 

Of Sun, Moon, stars, fairer than late-prais'd Kailh, 

Hf might have saul tlie best tliat he could say, 

And not be chid for praising yesterday : 

So though some, things are not together true. 

As, that another's worthiest, and that you : 

Yet to say so doth not condemn a man. 

If, when lie spoke them, they were both true then. 

How fiiir a proof of this in our soul grows P 

We fipHt liHve souls of growth, and senses ; and those, 

When o'lr last soul, our soul immortal, came, 

Wrrj 8\fcullow'd into it, and have no name : 

Nor dotii he injure those soids, which doth cast 

The power and praise of both them on the last; 

No more do J wrong any, if I adore 

Tl».' name things now, which I ador'd before, 

Tdc subject chang'd, and measure} the 0Mne thing 

In a low constable and iu \^^ k^iv^ 
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I reverence ; his power to work on me : 

So did I humbly reverence each degree 

Of fair, great, good; but more, now I am come 

From having found their walks, to find their home. 

And as I owe my first soul's thaffiks, that they 

For my last soul did fit and mould my clay. 

So am I debtor unto them, whose worth 

Enabled me to profit, and take forth 

This new great lesson, thus to study you ; 

"Which none, liot reading others first, could do. 

Nor lack I light to read this book, though I 

In a dark cave, yea, in a grave do he ; 

For as your fellow angels, so you do 

Illustrate them, who come to study you. 

The first, whom we in histories do find 

To have profess'd all arts, was one bom blind : 

He lack'd those eyes beasts have as well as we. 

Not those, by which angels are seen and see ; 

So, though I'm bom without those eyes to live, 

"Which Fortune, who hath none herself, doth give, 

"Which are fit means to see bright courts and you. 

Yet may I see you thus, as now I do ; 

I shall by that all goodness have discerned, 

And, though I burn my Ubrary, be leam'd. 



TO jBEj>r jojsrsojsr. 

NOV. 9, 1603. 

If great men wrong me, I will spare myself; 
If mean, I will spare them ; I know, the pelf, 
Which is ill got, the owner doth upbT9cid\ 
Jtmay corrupt a judges mak^ me «£md 
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And a juiy : but 'twill reveng^e in thif, 

'iTiat, though himself be judge, he guilty ii. 

IVhat care I though of weakness men tax me ? 

I'd rather sufferer than doer be ; 

That I did trust it was my nature's praise. 

For breach of word I knew but as a phruse. 

That judgment is, that surely can comprise 

The world in precepts, most hi^py and most wise. 

What though P though less, yet some of both have 

Who have leam'd it by use and misery. [we. 

Poor I, whom every petty cross doth trouble. 

Who apprehend each hurt, thaf s done me, double. 

Am of this (though it should think me) careless, 

It would but force me f a stricter goodness. 

They have great gain of me, who gain do win 

(If such gain be not loss) from every sin. 

The standing of great men's lives would afford 

A pretty sum, if God would sell his word. 

lie cannot; they can theirs, and break them too. 

How unlike they are that they're likened to ? 

Yet I conclude, they are amidst my evils, 

If good, like gods ; the naught are so like devils. 
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EPICEDES AND OBSEQUIES. 



OJV HIS WIFE. 

By our first strange and fatal interview, 
By all desires, which thereof did ensue. 
By our long striving hopes, by that remorse. 
Which my words mascuUne persuasive force 
Begot in thee, and by the memory 
Of hurtsj which spies and rivals threatened me, 
I calmly beg. But by thy father's wrath, 
By all pains, which want and divorcement hath, 
I conjure thee ; and all the oaths, which I 
And thou have sworn to seal joint constancy, 
I here unswear, and overswear them thus ; 
Thou shalt not love by means so dangerous. 
Temper, O fair love ! love's impetuous rage. 
Be my true mistress, not my feigned page ; 
I'll go, and, by thy kind leave, leave behind 
Thee, only worthy to nurse in my mind. 
Thirst to come back ; O, if thou die before. 
My sold from other lands to thee shall soar; 
Thy (else almighty) beauty cannot move 
Rage from the seas, nor thy love teach them love. 
Nor tame wild Boreas' harshness ; thou hast read 
How roughly he in pieces shivered 
Fair Orithea, whom he swore he lo\'d. 
FaUill or goody 'tis madness to Viave "^toV^ 
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Dangers unurgM : feed on IIuh (lattery, 

That absent lovers one in tli' other be. 

Dissemble nothing*, not a boy, nor change 

Thy body's habit, nor mind ; be not strange 

To thyself only. All will spy in thy face 

A blushing womanly discovering grace. 

llicldy cloth'd apes, are call'd apes ; and as soon 

EclipsM, as bright we call tlie Moon, tlie Moon, 

Men of France, cliangeable chameleons, 

Spittles of diseases, sliops of fashions. 

Love's fuellers, and th' rightcst company 

Of players, which upon the world's stage be, 

AVill too too quickly know thee ; and alas, 

Th' indifferent Italian, as we pass 

His warm land, well content to tliink thee page, 

Will hunt thee with such lust and hideous rage. 

As Lot's fair guests were vex'd. But none of tlicse, 

Nor spungy hydroptic Dutch, shall tlice displease. 

If thou stay here. O, stay here ; for, for thee 

Kngland is only a worthy gallery, 

To walk in expectation, till from thence 

Our greatest king call tliee to his presence. 

When 1 am gone, dream me some happiness. 

Nor let thy looks our long hid love confess ; 

Nor praise, nor dispraise me ; nor bless, nor curse 

Openly love's force ; nor in bed fright thy nurse 

With midnight's startings, crying out, " (Jh ! oh ! 

Nurse, () ! my love is slain ; 1 saw him go 

O'er the white Alps alone ; 1 saw him, I, 

Assail'd, taken, fight, stubb'd, bleed, fall, and die. 

Augure mo better chance, excejit dread Jove 

Think it enough for me t' have had tliy love. 



ft 
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OJV MRS. BOULSTRED, 

Death, be not proud ; thy hand gave not this blow, 

Sin was her captive, whence thy power doth flow ; 

The executioner of wrath thou art. 

But to destroy the juist is not thy part. 

Thy coming* terror, anguish, g^ef denounces; 

Her happy state, courage, ease, joy pronounces. 

From out the crystal palace of her breast. 

The clearer soul was call'd to endless rest, 

(Not by the thund'ring voice, wherewith God 

threats. 
But as with crowned saints in Heav'n he treats) 
And, waited on by angels, home was brought. 
To joy that it through many dangers sought ; 
The key of mercy gently did unlock 
The door 'twixt Heav'n and it, when life did knock. 
Nor boast, the fairest frame was made thy prey, 
Because to mortal eyes it did decay ; 
A better witness than thou art assures. 
That, though dissolved, it yet a space endures ; 
No dram thereof shall want or loss sustain. 
When her best soul inhabits it again. 
Go then to people curs'd before they were. 
Their souls in triumph to thy conquest bear. 
Glory not thou thyself in these hot tears, 
"Which our face, not for her, but our harm, weai's : 
The mourning livery giv'n by Grace, not thee. 
Which wills our souls in these streams washM 

should be ; 
And on our hearts, her memory's beStloxi^, 
In this her epitaph doth write tby doom. 
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Blind were those eyes, saw not how bright did shine 
Through flesh's misty veil those beams divine ; 
Deaf were the ears, not cliarm'd with that sweet 

sound. 
Which did i' the spirit's instructed voice abound; 
'>f flint the conscience, did not yield and melt. 
At what in her last act K saw and felt. 

Weep not, nor grudge then, to have lost her aght, 
Taup^ht thus, our after-stay's but a short night : 
Hut by all souls, not by corruption choked, 
T.et in high rais'd notes that pow'r be invoked; 
f 'aim the rough seas, by which she sails to rest, 
I'rom sorrows here t* a kingdom ever bless'd. 
\n<i teach this hymn of her with joy, and sing, 
Thr :(ravt' no conqiictt getn. Death hath no »ti?ig. 



IPON 

MR. riIO.\US CORYATS CRUDITIES. 

< ) TO wliat height will love of greatness drive 
111} learned spirit, scsqui-siipcrlative ? . [then 

Wnice* vast lake tliou hast seen, and would'st seek 
Sonic vaster tiling, and found'st a courtezan. 
That inhind sea having discovered vvcll, 
\ r<lhir gulf, where one might sail to Hell 
Trom Ileydelbcrg, thou longest to sec : and thou 
This book, greater than all, producost now. 
Infinite work ! which doth so far extend. 
That none can study it to an}' end. 
"r'lH no one thing, \t is not fruit, nor root, 
Vor poorlv limited \v\\VvV.^<V ^^T^oc^\. 
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If man be therefore man, because he can 
Beason and laugh, thy book doth half make man. 
One half being made, thy modesty was such. 
That thou on th' other half would'st never touch. 
When wilt thou be at full, great lunatic ? 
Not till thou exceed the world ? Canst thou be like 
A prosperous nose-bom wen, which sometimes 
To be far greater than the mother nose ? [grows 
Ck) then, and as to thee, when thou didst go, 
Munster did towns, and Gesner authors show ; 
Mount now to Gallo-belgicus ; appear 
As deep a statesman as a garretteer. 
Homely and familiarly, when thou com'st back. 
Talk of Will Conqueror, and Prester Jack. 
Go, bashful man, lest here thou blush to look 
Upon the progress of thy glorious book. 
To which both Indies sacrifices send ; 
The West sent gold, which thou did'st freely spend. 
Meaning to see't no more upon the press : 
The East sends hither her deliciousness ; [hence. 
And thy leaves must embrace what comes from 
The myrrh, the pepper, and the frankincense. 
This magnifies thy leaves; but if they stoop 
To neighbour wares, when merchants do unhoop 
Voluminous barrels ; if thy leaves do then 
Convey these wares in parcels unto men ; 
If for vast tuns of currants, and of figs. 
Of med'cinal and aromatic twigs. 
Thy leaves a better method do provide. 
Divide to pounds, and ounces subdivide. 
If they stoop lower yet, and vent our wares. 
Home manufactures to thick popular fairs, 
If omni-pregnant there, upon warm 8\a\\a 
They hatch ali w^ares, for which the bu^^t c^^ •, 
Vol, IV. R 
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Then tlnm thy leavc» wc justly may commeiui, 

'Diut thry all kind of matter comprcheml. 

TliiiH thou, hy mtrann, which tli' ancients never tf>ok, 

A ]>an(lrr.t niakNi, and univrrnal bfi6k. 

'I'hc hravcM lieroes, for their country's ifooil, 

HcaftrrM in divers lands their limhs and blood ; 

Worst malefactors, to whom men arc prize, 

llo public icornl, cut in anatomies ) 

So will thy book in pieces, for a lord, 

Which casts at Portrscue's, and all the board 

Provide whole brN)ks ; rarh leaf enou)(h will be 

For friends to pass time, and keep company. 

f ;an all carouse up thee P no, thou must fit 

Measures ; and fill out for the half-pint wit. 

Some shall wrap pills and save a friend's life so ; 

Some shall stop muskets, and so kill a foe. 

'FI10U slijilt not vmv tlir critics (if next a|yc 

So much, an once th(-ir hunji^cr to assniif^f; : 

N'or shall wit-fiirat('» hope to find thee lie 

All in one bottom, in on^- library. 

Some haves maypiist'* strinj^s there in other bookff, 

And so one may, which on another looks. 

Pilfer, alas! a little, wit from you; 

Hut hardly much ; and yet I think this true 

As Sibil's WW*, your book is my»tioal, 

F(»r every j)iere i«i as mne.h worth i»h all. 

Therefore mine impot<'iK:v I coiif'es?.. 

The healths, which my brain befirs, nuist be far less . 

Thy g-iant-wit oVrtbrows ni^, I am (cijne ; 

^n(l, r.'itliep tinn rcJi'l all, 1 would r'-ad non'-. 

I It 
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sojsrj\rET, 

THE TOKEN. 

Send me some tokens, that my hope may live. 

Or that my easeless thoughts may sleep and rest ; 
Send me some honey, to make sweet my hive. 

That in my passions I may hope the best. 
I beg nor ribband wrought with thy own hands. 

To knit our loves in the fantastic strain 
Of new-touch*d youth j nor ring, to show the stands 

Of our affection, that, as that's round and plain. 
So should our loves meet in simplicity ; 

No, nor the corals, which thy wrist enfold, 
Lac'd up together in congruity. 

To show our thoughts should rest in the same 
hold ; 
No, nor thy picture, though most gracious. 

And most desir*d, 'cause 'tis like the best; 
Nor witty lines, which are most copious. 

Within the writings, which thou hast address'd. 
Send me nor this, nor that, t' increase my score; 
But swear thou think'st I love thee, and no more. 
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LIFE OF HALL. 



Joseph hall was bom at Bnstow Park, in the 
parish of Ashby de la Zouch, Leicestershire, on the 
Ist of July, 1574. He was put to school, in his na- 
tive place, until he was fifteen years of age ; when 
he was sent to Emanuel College, in Cambridge; 
where, in due time, he received his degrees, and 
became a fellow. He spent his time, chiefly, in 
disputing and preaching before the University ; and 
in delivering a course of lectures upon .rhetoric to, 
what he calls, * a sufficient frequency of auditors.' In 
his twenty-third yeai*, he established his poetical 
reputation by giving to the world his Vergidemia- 
rum ; and, after a residence of eight years at college, 
was presented, by Sir Robert Drury, to the rectory 
of Halstead, in Suffolk. 

He married tlie daughter of a Mr. George We- 
nuff. In 1605, he published his Second Century of 
JHeditations ; which were so well received at court, 
and so greatly pleased Prince Henry, that the au- 
thor was made his chaplain, and received, from 
Lord Denny, the donative of Waltham Holy-cross. 
In 1612, he was made doctor of divinity : became 
dean of Worcester, in 1616 ; and, in the •fo\W«vws^ 
year, was taken with his majesty Vivlo ^co\Naxv^, \» 
^^•bt the battles of episcopacy, H^ V7«^ oxv^ cj.S. ^^ 
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Kn^lish polemics deputed to the synod of Dortt 
and, when ill hcaltli occasioned his premature re- 
turn, the whole assembly took solemn leave of him, 
and the representatives from the states presented 
him with a golden medal. He refused the bishopric 
of (iloucester, from King* James, in 1624 ; but ac- 
cepted that of £xeter, from King Charles, in 1627. 
His life now passed witliout echtt, until the year 
1641 ; when he was translated to the see of Nor- 
wich. 

But he was soon destined to a translation of a dif- 
ferent kind. Having* joined with the archbishop of 
York, and eleven other prelates, in protesting 
against the vaUdity of laws, made while they were 
compelled to be iJ>8ent, he was sent to the Tower, 
with the rest, on the 30th of January, 1642; and» 
being shortly after brought before the house of 
conmions, on an impeachment for high treason, he 
was treated witli the greatest rudeness and con- 
tempt. The prosecution for high treason was, at 
length, discontinued ; but another pretext was found 
to recommit the prisoners ; nor was it till Uie M- 
luwing June, that tliey obtained their final discharge, 
hi April, 1643, the commons passed the ordinance 
lor sequestering the property of notorious delin- 
<jucnts ; and. Hall being expressly mentioned by 
name, all his rents were first stopped, and soon 
after wards the sequestrators entered his palace, and 
eominenced tlie work of devastation. 

* '1 lie sequestrators,' says he, ' sent certain men, 
appointed by them, (whereof one had been burned 
in tlie liand,) to appraise all tlic goods that were in 
tny house ; whicli they accordingly executed with 
all tliligent severity, not leaving so much as a dozen 
'f trenchers, or my children's pictures, out of their 
lurious inventory. Yea, they would have apprised 
our \ery wearing ap\)arel, had not some of them 
^Irrhvcd their opuuoiv Vv^ \\\c: towX.'ra.TN . 'VVv^sc 
.^<uui^^ both libvarv aT\dYio\\%Q:\vQ\OL^\.vkS( Os.v^V\\v^si, 
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were appointed to be sold at public sale ; but, in 
the mean time, Mrs. Goodwin, a religious, good 
gentlewoman, whom yet we had never known or 
seen, being moved with compassion, very kindly 
offered to lay down to the sequestrators the whole 
sum at which the gt)ods were valued; and was 
pleased to leave them in our hands, for our use, till 
we might be able to re-purchase them. As for the 
books, several stationers looked on them } but were 
not forward to buy. At last, Mr. Cook, a worthy 
divine of this diocese, gave bond to the sequestra- 
tors, to pay them the whole sum whereat they were 
set.' 

This quieted the hounds ; but it did not satisfy 
the hunters. They made assessments for estates, 
which they had already seized; levied (^stresses, 
after they had deprived him of all his goods ; and, 
though he had no longer any power in his diocese, 
demanded the arms, wluch had been usually fur- 
nished by his predecessors. But misfortune seems 
never to have damped his courage. Driven from 
his palace to a small estate in Higham, he continued 
to preach in every pulpit, to which he could gain 
access ; and, in the face of all his persecutors, pub- 
lished, in 1644* a bold treatise in favour of episco- 
pacy, under the title of A Modest Offer of some Meet 
Considerations. Being now without power, he was 
no longer molested ; and, on the 8th of September, 
1656, was placed beyond the reach of human tri- 
bulation. 

Hall is distinguished as the first writer of satires 
in the English language. Endowed by nature with 
an acute perception of right and wrong, and accus- 
tomed, by his calling, to combat and analyze, he 
was quick in the detection of weakness; had little 
toleration for delinquency ; and, looking generally 
on the dark side of the picture, saw ivolVvvcv^ ^>aX. 
vice in man, and nothing but absurdity Vvv'^oc^Ra, 
His poetry gives us an idea of weight awd stwoci»^- 
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his aUiuioiMi too omn vulgar, 'rfieie » a €Witiii> 
effort to be ■ententaom: by Ubooriii^ to taupnm 
much into ••inaMyMie» he haiionictimgBe¥«roj|rt 
all meanliur.; «iidtbe]mcleiv.leftiiithe dinktifrMd 
be tempted to abandon the pimait^ were h niit ftr 
the mid finely which finqoenth^ ne 

andent matters were conrtant^ in the tye of ov 
author; nor did he always stiulj fhem as a ncfe 
imitator; for it too often happeni^ that while he 
pretends to be delinestiiig the mumers of UmI sf^ 
lie 18 Qi^ translatiiig Juyenal. 
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SATIRES 
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DEFIANCE TO ENVY. 

Matt ; let the prouder pines of Ida feare 
The sudden fires of Heaven, and decline ' 

Their yielding tops that dar'd the skies whilere : 
And shake your sturdy trunks, ye prouder pines^ 

Whose swelling grains are Uke begall'd alone, 

With the deep furrows of the thunder-stone. 

Stand ye secure, ye safer shrubs below. 
In humble dales, whom Heavens do not despight ; 

Nor angry clouds conspire your overthrow. 
Envying at your too disdainful height. 

Let high attempts dread envy and ill tongues, 

And cow'rdly shrinke for fearc of causelesse wrongs. 

So wont big oaks feare winding ivy weed : 
So soaring eagles fear the neighbour Sunne : 

So golden Mazor wont suspicion breed. 
Of deadly hemloc's poisoned potion : 

So adders shroud themselves in fairest leaves : 

So fouler fate the fairer thing bereaves. 

Nor the low bush feares climbing ivy twine : 
Nor lowly bustard dreads the distant rays : 
Nor earthen pot wont secret death to shrine : 
Nor subtle snake doth lurk in pathed wvj^. 
Nor baser deed dreads envy and iiW. toiv^^'a-* 
Nor shrinks so soon for fear o£ cau"a^\e«»^ ^wxwv^. 
Vox. IV. S 



206 HALL. 

Needs mc then hope, or dotli me need mis-dread : 
Hope for that honour, dread that wrongful spite : 

Spite of the party, honour of the deed. 
Which wont alone on lofty objects light. 

Tliat envy should accost my Muse and me. 

For this so rude and recklesse poesy. 

Would she but shade her tender browes with bay, 
That now lye bare in carelesse wilful rage. 

And trance herself in that sweet extacy 
Tliat rouseth drooping thoughts of bashful age. 

(Though now those bays and that aspired thought. 

In carelesse rage, she sets at worse than nought.) 

Or would we loose her plumy pineon. 

Manacled long with bonds of modest fcare, 

Ho()n(; might she have those kestrels proud outgone, 
AVhose flighty wings are dew'd with wetter aire. 

And hoj)cn now to shoulder from above 

The eagle from the stairs of friendly Jove. 

Or list slie rather in late triumph rearc 
Ktcrnal trophies to some concjuerour. 

Whose dead deserts slept in his scpiilcher. 
And never saw, nor life, nor light before . 

To lead sad Phito captive with my sont^. 

To gniee the triumphs he obscurM so long. 

Op secure the rusted swords of ehish knights, 
loathed in Pagan blood, or sliealh them nev 

In misty moral types ; or tell llicir fij^hts. 
Who mi.^'lity j^ianls, or wlio monsters slew ; 

And by some stvau^e. cucUjiiiled spcarc and shield, 
^'.'tiiqiiisli'd tUcir ioc, *»v\\Ol n\ w\\\\t *\viv\i\«(v\ ^O^iS.. 
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May-be she might in stately stanzas frame 
Stories of ladies, and advent'rous knights. 

To raise her alent and inglorious name 
Unto a reachlesse pitch of praises hight. 

And somewhat say, as more unworthy done. 

Worthy of brasse, and hoary marble stone. 

Then might vain Envy waste her duller wing. 
To trace the airy steps she spiteing sees, 

And vainly faint in hopelesse following 

The clouded paths her native drosse denies. 

But now such lowly satires here 1 sing. 

Not worth our Muse, not worth her envying. 

Too gpood (if ill) to be expos'd to blame : 
Too good, if worse, to shadow shamelesse vice. 

Ill, if too good, not answering their name : 
So good and ill in fickle censure lies. 

Since in our satire Ues both good and ill. 

And they and it in varying readers will. 

"Witnesse, ye Muses, how J wilful sung 

These heady rhimes, withouten second care ; 

And wish'd them worse, my guilty thoughts among ; 
The ruder satire should go ragged and bare, 

And show his rougher and his hairy hide, [pride. 

Though mine be smooth, and deckM in carelcssc 

Would we but breathe within a wax-bound quill. 
Pan's seven-fold pipe, some plaintive pastoral ; 

To teach each hollow g^rove, and shrubby hill. 
Each murmuring brook, each solitary vale, 

To sound our love, and to our sotvg 3icc«t^^ 

Wear^'in^ Echo with one cUai\ge\es*e ^ot<\.. 
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Or list us make two strivings shepherds sing*. 

With costly wagers for the victory, 
Under Menalcas judge ; while one doth bring 

A carven bowl well wrought of beechen tree. 
Praising it by the story, or the frame. 
Or want of use, or skHful maker's name. 

Another layeth a well-marked lamb. 
Or spotted Idd, or some more forward steere. 

And from the paile doth praise their fertile dam ; 
So do they strive in doubt, in hope, in feare, 

Awidting for their trusty umpire's doome. 

Faulted as false by him that's overcome. 

Whether so me list my lovely thought to sing. 
Come dance, ye nimble Dryads, by my side. 

Ye gentle wood-nymphs, come ; and with you bring 
The willing fawns that mought your music gtiide. 

Come, nymphs and fawns, that haunt those shady 

While 1 report my fortunes or my loves, [groves, 

Or whether list me sing so personate. 

My striving selfe to conquer witli my verse, 

Speake, ye attentive swsuns that heard me late. 
Needs me give grasse unto the conquerours. 

At Colin's feet I throw my yielding reed. 

But let the rest win homage by tlieir deed. 

But now (ye Muses; sith your sacred hests 
Profaned arc by each presuming tongue ; 

In scornful rage I vow this silent rest, 

That never field nor grove shall hearc my song. 

Only these refuse Y\umes \ VveYc mis-spend 

To chide the world, VUaX Ci\d m^ \\\q\\%\\\s» ^"K^w^ 
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DE SUIS SATIRIS. 

DuM satyrse dixi, videor dixisse sat irse 
Corripio ; aut istaec non satis est satyra. 

Ira facit sat3rram, reliquum sat temperat iram ; 
Pinge tuo satyram sang^uine, turn satyra est. 

Ecce novam satyram : satynim sine cornibus ! Eug^ 
Monstra novi monstri haec, et satyri et satjrrx. 
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SATIRES. 

BOOK I. 



FROLOOtTB. 

I TOfT whreiitiire, inth fycMuady 

T*o tread the tteps of perikms defiHte. 

J first adTenturey ibOov me viio fiirt^ 

And be the second Engfish satirist. 

£my waits on my bacl^ Truth on my side ; 

Envy will be my puge, and Truth my guide. 

Envy the marg^nt holds, and Truth the line : 

Truth doth approve, but Envy doth repine. 

For in this smoothing age who durst indite 

Hath made lus pen an hired parasite. 

To claw the back oi him that beastly lives^ 

And pranck base men in proud superlatives. 

Whence damned Vice is shrouded quite from 

shame. 
And crown'd with Virtue's meed, immortal name ! 
Infamy dispossessed of native due, 
Ordain'd of old on looser life to sue : 
The worid's eye-bleared with those shameless ]yes» 
3lask'd in the show of meal-mouth'd poesies. 
Go, daring Muse, on wiVh >;iv^ xJaas^ewafcXai^^ 
-And do the ugly face o€ \Vi^ \»ai»^-. 
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And if thou canst not thine high flight remit* 

So as it mought a lowly satire fit. 

Let lowly satires rise iJoft to thee : 

Truth be thy speed, and Truth thy patron be. 



SATIRE I. 

I 

Nor ladle's wanton love, nor wandering knight, 

Legend I out in rhimes aU richly dight. 

Nor fright the reader with the Pagan vaunt 

Of mightie Mahound, and great Termagaunt. 

Nor list I sonnet of my mistress' face. 

To paint some Blowesse with a borrowed grace; 

Nor can I bide to pen some hungrie scene 

For thick-skin ears, and undiscerning eyne. 

Nor ever could my scornful Muse abide 

With tragic shoes her ankles for to hide. 

Nor can I crouch, and writhe my fawning tayle 

To some great patron, for my best avayle. 

Such himger-starven trencher^poetrie. 

Oh let it never live, or timely die : 

Nor under every bank and every tree. 

Speak rhimes unto my oaten minstralsie : 

Nor carol out so pleasing lively laies. 

As mought the Graces move my mirth to praise. 

Trumpet, and reeds, and socks, and buskins fine, 

I them* bequeath : whose statues wand'ring twine 

Of ivy mix'd with bays, circling around 

Their living temples likewise laurel-bound. 

Rather had I, albe in careless rhymes. 

Check the mis-order'd world, and\aw\fc«»>axsvfc^. 
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Nor need I crare the Muse's midwifiyy 
To bring to light so worthless poetry : 
Or if we list, what baser Muse can bide. 
To sit and sing by Granta's naked side ? 
They haunt the tided Thames and salt Medway^ 
E'er since the fame of their late bridal day.* 
Nought have we here but willow-shaded shore. 
To tell our Grant his banks are left for lore. 



SATIRE II. 



Whilom the sisters nine were vestal maidcs. 

And held their temple in tlie secret shades 

()f fair Parnassus, that two-headed hill, 

"Whose auncient fame the soutliern world did fill ; 

And in tlie stead of their eternal fame. 

Was the cool stream that took his endless name, 

FVoni out the fertile hoof of winged steed : 

Tlierc did they sit and do their holy deed. 

That pleas'd both Hcav'n and Earth— till that of late 

Whom should I fault ? or the most righteous fate. 

Or Heav'n, or men, or feinds, or aught beside. 

That ever made that foul mischance betide ? 

Some of the sisters in securer shades 

Dc floured were 

And ever since, disdaining sacred shame, 

Done aught that might their heav'nly stock defame 

Now is Parnassus turned to a stewes, 

And on bay stocks tl)e wanton myrtle grcwes ; 

Cytji^ron hill's become a brothel-bed, 

And Pyrcnc sweet luTw'd lo Qi\\oison'd heatl 
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Of coal-black puddle, whose infectioui itain 

Cormpteth all the lowly fniitfol plain. 

Their modest stole, to g;arish looser weed, [meed : 

Deck'd with love-favours, their late whoredoms 

And where they wont ap of the simple flood. 

Now toss tliey bowls of Bacchus' boiling blood. 

I marvell'd much, with doubtful jealousie, 

"Whence came such litters of new poetrie : 

Methought 1 fear'd, lest the horse-hoofed well 

His native banks did proudly over-swell 

Jn some late discontent, thence to ensue 

Such wondrous rabblements of rhymesters new : 

But since I saw it painted on Fame's wings, 

TVie wMutet to be woxen loantoningt. 

Each bush, each bank, and each base apple-squire 

Can serve to sate their beastly lewd desire. 

Ye bastard poets, see your pedig^c. 

From common tniUs and loathsome brothelry ! 
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With some pot-fury, ravish'd fh>m their wit. 

They sit and muse on some no-vulgur writ : 

As frozen dung-hills in a winter's mom. 

That void of vapour seemed all bcfbrn. 

Soon as the Sun sends out his piercing beams 

Exhale out filthy smoak and stinking steams. 

So dotli tlic base and tlie fore-barren bruin. 

Soon as the raging wine begins to reign. 

One higher pitch'd doth set his soanw^ tVoM^X. 

0n crowned kings, that Fortune hatikVovr V^tom-^X. 
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Or some uprcarcd, high-iispiring swaiiiCi 

As it might be the Turkish Tamberlane : 

l*hen wcenetli he his buse drink-drowned spright, 

Wapt to the tlireefold loft of Heaven hight^ 

When he conceives upon his faigned stag^ 

The stalking steps of his great personage, 

Graced with huff-cap terms and thund'ring threatSy 

That his poor hearers* hair quite upright sets. 

Such soon as some brave-minded hungry youth 

Sees fitly frame to his wide-strained mouth. 

He vaunts his voyce upon an hired stage, 

Witli high-set steps, and princely carriage ; 

Now soouping in nde robes of royalty. 

That erst did skrub in lowsy brokery. 

There if he can witli terms Italianate 

Big-sounding sentences, and words of state, 

Fair patch me up his pure iambic verse, 

He ravishes the gazing scafTolders : 

Then ccrtos was the famous Coi*duban* 

Never hut half so liigh trag'cdian. 

Now, lest such frijchtful shows of Fortune's fall. 

And bloody tyrant's rage, should chance apall 

The dead-struck audience, 'midst the silent rout. 

Comes leai)ing in a self-niisformcd lout, 

And laughs, and grins, and frames his mimic face. 

And justles straight into the prince's place; 

Then doth the theatre echo all aloud, 

With i»-ladsomc noise of that applautling crowd. 

\ goodly hotch-potch ! when vile russetings 

\re matcliM with monarchs, and with mighty kings. 

A goodly grace to sober tragic Muse, 

When each base clown his chunbsy fist doth bruise. 
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And show his teeth in double rotten row. 
For laughter at Ms self-resembled show. 
Meanwhile our poets in high parliament 
Sit watching every word and gesturement» 
Like curious censors of some doughty gear. 
Whispering their verdict in their fellow's ear. 
Woe to the word whose inargent in their scrolc 
Is noted with a black condemning coal. 
But if each period might the synod please. 

Ho ! ^bring the ivy boughs, and bands of bays. 

Now when they part and leave the naked stage, 
Gins the bare hearer, in a guilty rage. 
To curse and ban, and blame his likerous eye. 
That thus hath lavish'd his late half-penny. 
Shame that the Muses should be bought and sold. 
For every peasant's brass, on eskch scafiRBld. 



SATIRE IV. 



Too popular is tragic poesie. 
Straining his tip-toes for a farthing fee. 
And doth beside on rhymeless numbers tread, 
Unbid iambics flow from careless head. 
Some braver brain in high heroic rhymes 
Compileth worm-eat stories of old times : 
And he like some imperious Maronist, 
(Jonjures the Muses tJiat they him assist. 
Then strives lie to bombast his feeble lines 

With fiir-fetchM phrase; 

And makcth up his hard-betakew taVe V:'"^^-* 

With strauf^c enchantments, feXcWOi ?toxv\ <\ax\AvvTO^ 
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Of some Melissa,* that by mag^c doom 
To Tuscan's soil transporteth Merlin's tomb. 
Painters and poets hold your auncient right : 
Write what you will, and write not what you might : 
Their limits be their list, their reason wilL 
But if some painter, in presuming sluU, 
Should paint the stars in center of the Earth, 
Could ye forbear some smiles, and taunting mirtii ? 
Uut let no rebel satyr dare traduce 
Th' eternal legends of thy faerie Muse, 
Renowned Spencer : whom no earthly wight 
Dares once to emulate, much less dares despigfat. 
Salustf of Prance, and Tuscan Ariost, 
Yield up the lawrcl garland ye have lost : 
And let all others willow wear with mc. 
Or let their undeserving temples bared be. 
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AxoTHEH, whose more heavy hearted saint 
Delights in naught but notes of rueful plaint, 
Urgeth liis melting Muse with solemn tears 
Rhyme of some dreary fates of luckless peers. 
Then brings he up some branded whining ghost.. 
To tell how old mistbilunes had him toss*d. 
Then must he ban the guiltless fates above. 
Or fortune frail, or unrewarded love. 
And when he hath parbrak'd his grieved mind. 
He sends him down where erst lie did him find. 
Without one penny to pay Charon's hire, 
That waitcih for tiic waud'rlug ghost's retire. 
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AiroTBBiL scorns the home-spun thread of riiymeSt^ 
Blatch'd with the lofty feet of elder times : 
Give me the numbered verse that Virgil sung^ 
And Virgil's self shall speak the English tongue : 
Manhood and garboiles shall he chaunt with chaung- 

ed feet 
And head-strong dactyls making music meet. 
The nimble dactyl striving to out-go, 
Tjkt drawling spondees pacing it below. 
The lingering spondees, labouring to delay. 
The breathless dactyls with a sudden stay. 
Who ever saw a colt wanton and wild, 
Tok'd with a slow-foot ox on fiUlow field. 
Can right areed how handsomely besets 
Dull spondees with the English dactylets. 
If Jove*speak English in a thundering cloud, 
"Thwick thwack," and "riff raff," roars he out 

aloud. 
Fie on the forged mint that did create 
New coin of words never articulate. 
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Gbsat is the folly of a feeble brain, 
O'er-rul'd with love, and tyrannous disdiun : 
For love, however in the basest breast. 
It breeds high thoughts that feed the fancy best. 
Yet is he blind, and leads poor foo\s awTj, 
WluJe they hang ^Sizing on their mVaXiew? ^^'^• 
Vol, IV. T 
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'I'hc love-sick poet, whose importune prayer 
Jlcpulscd is with resolute despair, 
Hopeth to conquer his disdainful dame, 
With public plaints of his conceived flame. 
Then pours he forth, in patched sonnettings. 
His love, his lust, and loathsome flatterings : 
As though the staring world hanged on his deeve. 
When once he smiles, to laugh : and when he sigb&» 

to grieve. 
Careth the world, thou love, thou live, or die ? 
Careth the world how fair thy fair-one be ? 
Fond wit-wal that would'st load thy witless head 
With timely horns, before thy bridal bed. 
Then can he term his dirty iU-fac'd bride 
Lady and queen, and virgin deify'd : 
Be she all sooty black, or beny brown. 
She's white as morrow's milk, or flakes new blown. 
And tliough she be some dunghill drudge at home. 
Yet can he lier resign some refuse room 
Amidst tlie well known stars ; or if not there. 
Sure will lie saint her in his Kalenderc, 
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IIknce, ye profane ! mell not with holy thing- 
That Sion*s Muse from Palestina brings. 
Parnassus is transform'd to Sion Hill, 
And iv'ry -palms her steep ascents done fiJI. 
Now good St. Peter* weeps pure Helicon, 
\nd botli the Maries make a music moan 

• Robert Soulhv»cW» Si. Y^'Vix'* Cotav\ivsv- 
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Yea, and the prophet of the heavenly lyre, 
Great Solomon, sings in the English quire ; 
And is become a new-found sonnetist, 
Sin^g his love, the holy spouse of Christ : 
Like as she were some lignt-skirts of the rest. 
In mightiest inkhomisms he can thither wrest. 
Ye Sion Muses shall by my dear will, 
For this your zeal and far-admired skill. 
Be stnught transported from Jerusalem, 
Vnto the holy house of Bethlehem. 



SATraE IX. 

Ejtvt, ye Muses, at your thriving mate, 
Cupid hath crowned a new laureat : 
I saw his statue gayly 'tir'd in green. 
As if he had some second Phoebus been. 
His statue trimm*d with the venerean tree. 
And shrined fwr ^dthin your sanctuary. 
What, he, that erst to gain the rhyming goal. 
The worn recital-post of capitol. 
Rhymed in rules of stewish ribaldry. 
Teaching experimental bawdery ! 
Whiles th' itching vulgar, tickled with the song. 
Hanged on their unready poet's tongue. 
Take this, ye patient Muses ; and foul shame 
Shall wait upon your once profaned name : 
Take this, ye Muses, this so high despite. 
And let all hateful luckless birds of night ; 
Let screeching owls nest in yoMt 'wa.e^ leoofc^ 
And let your floors with horned wiXyretf ^^^o^'t 
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Be dinted, and deiiled every mom : 

And let your walls be an eternal scorn. 

What if some Shoreditch fury should incite 

Some lust-strung' lecher : must he needs indite 

The beastly rites of hired venery, 

The whole world's universal bawd to be ? 

Did never yet no damned libertine. 

Nor elder heathen, nor new Florentine,* 

Though they were famous for lewd liberty. 

Venture upon so shameful villany ; 

Our epigranunatarians, old and late, 

"Were wont be blam'd for too licentiate. 

Chaste men, they did but glance at Lesbia's deed. 

And handsomely leave off with cleanly speed. 

But arts of whoring, stories of the stews. 

Ye Muses will ye bear, and may refuse ? 

Nay, let the Devil and St. Valentine 

Be gossips to those ribald rhymes of thine. 

• Peter Arctinc. 
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PROLOGUE. 

O&lieen the manes of that Cynic spright, 

Cloath'd with some stubborn clay, and led to light? 

Or do the relic ashes of his g^ve 

Revive and rise from their forsaken cave ? 

That so with gaQ-wet words and speeches rude 

Controuls the manners of the multitude. 

Envy belike incites his pining heart. 

And bids it sate itself with others' smart. 

Nay, no despight : but angry Nemesis, 

Whose scourge doth follow all that done amiss : 

That scourge I bear, albe in ruder fist. 

And wound, and strike, and pardon whom she list 
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For shame ! write better, Labeo, or write none ; 
Or better write, or Labeo write alone : 
Nay, call the Cynic but a wittie foole. 
Thence to abjure his handsome dnuVixv^Vi^^^ > 

T2 
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Because the thirstie swaine with hollow han^ 
Conveicd the strcame to weet his drie weasand. 
Il'ritc t/ietf that can, though they that cannot doe .* 
Jitit -who knowea that, hut they that do not knorw. 
\m ! wliat it is that makes white rags so deare» 
I'hat men must give a teston for a qucare. 
.T.O ! what it is that makes goose wing^ so scanty 
Tliut the distressed sempster did them want: 
So lavish opc-tyde causeth fasting lents, 
And star>-eHng famine comes of large expense. 
Might not (so they were plcas'd that beene above) 
J.ong paper-abstinence cur deatli remove ? 
11ien niaiiie a Lollcrd would in forfaitment, 
Bcarc paper-faggots o'er the pavement. 
I^ut now men wager who shall blot the most. 
And each man writes. Tliere^a so much labour lut, 
'ritat^a goodf thafs great: nay much is seldome veil 
Of what is bad, a little's a greate decde, 
Jicttvv in move . but best is nought at all. 
JH'fitc in the next, and lesser criminalL 
Little and good, is greatest good save one, 
'IVieTif Labeu, or turite Hitle, or -write none. 
Tush, but small paines can be but little art. 
Or kxU- full dric-fats fro the forren mart, 
AVitli folio volumes, two to an oxe hide. 
Or t Isc ye pamphleteer go stand aside ; 
Kcade in each schoole, in everie margcnt quoted, 
Tn cvcrie catalogue for an autliour noted. 
There's happiness well given and well got, 
f .esse gifts, and lesser gaines, I weigh them not. 
So may the giant roam and write on high. 
He he a dwarfe that writes not tlieir as I. 
lUit well fare Strabo, which, as stories tell, 
C'ontriv'd all Troy v/\X\utv ^int \i^\xv\iX ^vvi\^. 
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His curious ghost now lately hither came ; / 
Arriving neere the mouth of luckie Tame^ 
I saw a pismire struggling with the load^ ^ 
Dragging all Troy home towards her abode. 
Now dare we hither, if we durst appeare^ 
The subtile stithy-man that liv'd while ere : 
Such one was once, or once I yfis mistaught, 
A smith at Vulcan's ownejctn^e up brought. 
That made an iron cha|:i6t so light, 
The coach-horse was a flea in trappings dight. 
The tamelesse steed could well his waggon wield* 
Through downes and dales of the uneven field. 
Strive they, laugh we : meane while the black storie 
l^asses new Strabo, and new Strabo's Troy. 
Little for great ; and great for good ; all one : 
For shame ! or better write, or Labeo write none. 
But who conjur'd this bawdie Poggie's ghost, 
From out the stewes of his lewde home-bred coast : 
Or wicked Rablais' dronken revellings, 
To grace the mis-rule of our taverning^ ? 
Or who put bayes into blind Cupid's fist. 
That he should crown what laureats him list ? 
IVhose words are those, to remedie the deed, 
Tliat cause men stop their noses when they read ? 
Both good things ill, and ill things well ; all one ? 
For shame ! write cleanly, Labeo, or write none. 
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To what end did our lavish auncestours 
Erect of old these stately piles of outs \ 



giorf ihi <i Jfc MM clwH «ndfcgtii0i^ggiadl|ytt, 
WhoiAi better fit MM cottt of lad imIbw ? 
Bbidi Biiggttd Afo^ Mid J^ liiniiiPd to tee 
TlieieflMBvineiittofmcraaieeitiie. . 
And ye ftU^«p6% tile MoMf Moted dunwi^ 
(In quta ef ^^^id eofkvi tepiaee) 
Stand ftitt n4M|^ tin tiw wwld'e fast digr, 
Upbnuffinf it wiA Wntf kfve^ deeny. 
Here may 7oii» lfiieei» oi|tJ<jeie anmifftigacib 
Scorne each bMe lonffii^ elKei^jpii ^adaiBeet 
And every peaaaat chnrle^ wlioae Itaiokie rooie 
Denied lufbour Ibr yoiff deai« befaoofe. 
Socmie ye the werid befbce it do compkine* 
And aoorne tfie werid that acorneth you agidat. 
And aeonie oontanpt itadfi^ that doth inoite 
Each mngk-iold ^iqdre to aet you at ao li|^ 
What needea me care for anie bookiah akill. 
To blot white papera with my lestleaae quill : 
Or pore on painted leaTes, or beat my braine 
Wiih far-fetch thought; or to consume in vaine 
In latter even, or midst of winter nighty 
lU smelling oylea, or some still watching ligfata? 
Let them them that meaae by bookish busineaae 
To eame their bread, or hopen to professe 
Their hard got skill, let them alone for me, 
Busie their braines with deeper brokerie. 
Great gtdnes shall bide you sure, when ye have spent 
A thousand lamps, and thousand reames have rent 
Of needless papers ; and a thousand nights 
Have burned out with costly candle lights. 
Ye palish ghosts of Athens, when at last 
Your patrimonies spent in witlesse wast. 
Four friends all weaiie, and your spirits spent, 
ye may your fortonea Bee\Le, ^iv^\i^ S»r««<DX 
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Of your kind coumni, and your churliah sires, 
Left there alone, midst the fkst-fblding briers. 
Have not I lands of faire inheritance, 
Deriv'd by right of long continuance, 
To iint-bome males, so list the law to grace, 
Nature's first fruits in an eternal race ? 
Let second brothers, and poore nestlings, 
Whom more injurious nature later brings 
Into the naked world ; let them assaine 
To get hard pennyworths with so bootlesse painc. 
Tush ! what care I to be Arcesilas, 
Or some sad Solon, whose deed-furrowed face. 
And sullen head, and yellow-clouded sight, 
Still on the stedfast earth arc musing pight ; 
Mutt'ring what censures th^ir distracted mindc^ 
Of brain-sick paradoxes deeply hath dcfinde : 
Or of Parmenides, or of darke Ueraclite, 
Whether all be one, or ought be infinite f 
Long would it be ere thou hast purchase bought, 
Or wcltliier wexen by such idle thought. 
Fond fool ! six feet shall serve for all thy store i 
And he that cares for most shall find no more. 
We scomc that wealth should be the finall end. 
Whereto the heavenly Muse her course doth bend> 
And rather had be pale with learned cares, 
Than paunched witli thy choyce of chang^ fares. 
Or doth thy glorie stand in outward glee ? 
A lave-ear'd asse with gold may trapped be. 
Or if in pleasure ? live we as we may. 
Let swinish Grill delight in dunghill clay. 



JUG HALL. 



SATIRE IJI. 

Who doubts? the laws fell down from Heaven's 

height. 
Like to some gliding starre in winter's night ? 
Themis, the scribe of God, did long agone 
Engrave them deepe in during marble stone^ 
And cast them downe on this unruly clay, 
Tliat men might know to rule and to obey. 
But now their characters depraved bin. 
By them that would make gain of others' sin. 
And now hath wrong so maistered the right. 
That they live besfc that on wrong's offall liglit. 
So loathly flye that lives on £B^ed wound. 
And scabby festers inwardly unsound. 
Feeds fatter with that ptoys'nous carrion. 
Than they that haunt the healthy limbs alone. 
Wo to the weale where many lawyers be. 
For there is sure much store of maladie. 
'Twas tniely said, and truely was foreseen 
The fat kine are devoured of the leane. 
Genus and species long since barefoote went. 
Upon their ten-toes in wilde wanderment : 
"Whiles father Uartoll on his footcloth rode. 
Upon high pavement gayly silver-strow'd. 
Each home-bred science percheth in the chaire. 
While sacred artcs grovell on the groundsell bare. 
Since pedling barbarisms gan be in request. 
Nor classicke tongues, nor learning found no rest. 
The crowching client, with low-bended knee. 
And manie worsYups, ?iTvd €^e flatterie. 
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Tells on his tale as smoothly as him list, 

But still the lawyer's eye squints on hb fist ; 

If that seem lined with a larg^ fee. 

Doubt not the suite, the law is plaine for thee. 

Though must he buy his vuner hope with price. 

Disclout his crownes, and thanke him for adnce. 

So have I scene in a tempestuous stowre 

Some bryer-bush showing shelter from the ahowre 

Unto the hopefull sheepe, that fiiine would hide 

His fleecie coate from that same angry tide : 

The ruthlesse breere, regardlesse of his plight, 

Laies holde upon the fleece he should acquite, 

And takes advantage of the carelesse prey. 

That thought she in securer shelter lay. 

The day is faire, the sheepe would far to feede^ 

The tyrant brier holdes fast his shelter's meed. 

And claimes it for the fee of his defence : 

So robs the sheepe, in favour's faire pretence. 



SATIRE IV. 



WoBTuiE were Galen to be weighed in gold. 
Whose help doth sweetest life and health uphold ; 
Yet by saint Esculape he solemne swore. 
That for diseases they were never more. 
Fees never lesse, never so little gaine. 
Men give a groate, and aske the rest againe. 
Groats-worth of health can any leech allot ? 
Yet should he have no more that gives a groate. 
Should I on each sicke pillow leane my \>Te^X« 
And grope the pulse of everic nvan^e vjxt?x. • 
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And spie out mairels in each urintll ; 

And rumble up the filths tliat from them fall ; 

And give a dosse for everie disease. 

In prescripts long and tedious recipes. 

All for so leane reward of art and me ? 

No horse-leach but will looke for larger fee. 

Meane while if chaunce some desp'ratc patient die, 

Com*n to the period of his destinie : 

(As who can crosse the fatall resolution. 

In the decreed day of dissolution :) 

Whether ill tendment, or recurelesse pune. 

Procure his death ; the neighbours all complaine, 

Th' unskilfull leech murdered his patient. 

By poyson of some foule ingredient. 

Hereon the vulgar may as soone be brought 

To Socrates his poysoned hemloc drought. 

As to the wholesome julap, whose receat 

^fight his disease's lingering force defeat. 

If nor a dramme of triacle soveraigiie, 

Or aqua vitac, or sugur candian, 

Nor kitchin-cordials can it remedic, 

Certes his time is come, needs mought he die. 

Were I a leech, as who knowes what may be. 

The liberal man should live, and carle should die. 

The sickly ladle, and the gowtie peere 

Still would I haunt, that love their life so deare. 

Where life is deare, who cares for coyned drosse f 

That spent, is counted gaine, and spared, lossc : 

Or would conjure the chymic mercurie, 

Itise from his horsedung bed, and upwards flic ; 

And with glasse stills, and sticks of juniper. 

Raise the black spright that burnes not with the firr. ; 

And bring qumtessewce of elixir palo. 

<>i;t of sublimed s\Vn'\\s Tcuwn-wW. 
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Each powdered graine ransometh captiye kings, 
Yurchuseth realmes, and life prolonged brings. 



SATIRE V. 

.Saw'st thou ever Siquis patch'd on Paul's church 
To seeke some vacant vicarage before ? [doore, 
Who wants a churchman that can service say. 
Read fast and faire his monthly homiley ? 
And wed and bury, and make christen-soules ? 
Come to the left-side aUey of Saint Poules. 
Thou servile foole, why could'st thou not repairc 
To buy a benefice at steeple-faire ? 
There moughtest thou, for but a slender price, 
Advowson thee with some fat benefice : 
Or if thee hst not waite for dead men's shoon, 
Nor pray each morn th' incumbent's dales were 
A tliousand patrons tliither ready bring [done : 
Their new-fain churches to the chaflcring ; 
Stake three yeares' stipend ; no man asketli more : 
Go take possession of tlie church-porch doorc, 
And ring tliy bells ; lucke strokcn in thy fist : 
The parsonage is thine, or ere thou wist. 
Saint Foolcs of Gotam mought thy parish be 
For tliis thy base, and servile symonie. 



SATIRE Vr. 



A GKNTLB squire woiUd gladly entcrVaJiue 
Jato his house some trencher-cha][iV«vi\^ •- 
Vol. IV, IT 
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And thgk viMld ilMMl to 9D0d 

Finty tint he lie upon the trueUe-bed^ 

Whilet Ut young BMMlMr iMth o*er lui head. 

Second, Ihst he do^ on no defiuH, 

Ey» pretume to at abope the nit 

Third, that he never change hie trencher tmrnt* 

IVNnrthk dwt he we all oomnqn •onteiiea I 

lUt ban at mcale% and one hdfc liaoand 

Ijurt, that he never hia yong malitar heal^ 

But he moat adaa h& mother to deine^ 

How nMnde jeikea the woold hia breech 

All tiieae ohaerv^ he coold cooteBtod bee» 

To g^ve five naifcea and winter liveiie. 



SATIRE VII. 

(x th' Heav'ns aniversal alphabet 
All earthly thinges so surely are foreset, 
'I'hat who can read those figures, may foreahew 
Whatever thing shall afterwards ensue : 
Faine would I know (might it our artist pleaae) 
Why can his tell-troth Epemcrides 
Teach him the weather's state so long beforne^ 
And not foretell him, nor his fatall home. 
Nor his death's day, nor no such sad event ; 
Which he mought wisely labour to prevent ? 
Thou damned mock-art, and thou brainsick tale 
Of old astro logic : where did'st thou vaile 
Thy cursed head thus long, that so it mist 
7 'ho black bronds of some sharper satyrist ? 
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Some doting gosaip 'mongpst the Chaldee wives» 
Did to the credulous world thee first derive ; 
And Superstition nurs'd thee ever sence, 
And publisht in profoander art's pretence : 
That now, who pares his nailes, or libs his swine. 
But he must firsA take counsel of the signe. 
So that the vulgars count £br faire or fbule. 
For living <» for dead, for sick or whole. 
His feare or hope, for plentie or for lacke. 
Hangs all upon his new-year's almanack. 
If chance once in the spring his head should ake. 
It was foretold : thus sayes mine almanack. 
In th' Heaven's high-street are but dozen roomes. 
In which dwells all the worid, past and to come. 
Twelve goodly innes they are, with twelve fayre 
Ever well tended by our star-divines. [signes, 

Everie man's bead innes at the homed Ramme, 
Tlie whiles the necke the black Bull's guest be- 
came, 
Th' arms, by good hap, meet at the wrastUng 

Twins, 
Th' heart in the way, at the blue Lion innes. 
The leggs their lodging in Aquarius got ; 
That is the Bride-streete of the Heaven I wot. 
The feet took up the Fish with teeth of gold ; 
But who with Scorpio lodg^jd may not be told. 
What office then doth the star-gazer beare ? 
Or let liim be the Heaven's ostelere, . 
Or tapsters some, or some be chamberlaines, 
'I'o waite upon the guests they entertaine. 
Hence can they reade, by virtue of their tradv?. 
When any thing is mist, where it was laide. 
Hence they divine, and hence they can. de.N\&^^ 
If their aim faiie, the stars to mot^jJ^xe. 
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Demon, my IHend, once livcr-iicke €i towcp 
lliui learnM I by the tigtief hU fpriefe remore: 
In the blinde Archer firiit I mw the tif^e^ 
When thou receiv'dtt tlwt wilful wound of thine; 
Ami now in Virgo ii tliat cruel mmyde, 
Whii:h hatli not yet with love thy love ropaide. 
Hut marke when once it comep to Gemini, 
Straightway fiah-whole shall thy Mckc-liver be. 
But now (as th' angrie Heavens seenie to threat 
Mariie bard fortunes, aiKl clisastres great) 
If chance it come to wanton (^apricomc. 
And so into the Ram's (liHgniccful liome, 
l*hen Icame thou of the ugly 8coq>ion, 
To hate her for her fowlc al>usioti : 
I'hy rel^igc then tlie balance bo of riglit. 
Which shttil thee from tliy broken ImmkI ocquSte; 
So with the ilnh, f(o b»rk whence thou bci^an, 
i-'mm \Uy firftt rnutch, »iiU live a siiif^lc man. 



SATIRES. 

BOOK lU. 



PROLOGUE. 

Some say my Satyres over loosely flowe, 

Nor hide their gall enough from open showe : 

Not, riddle like, obscuring their intent ; 

But, packe-stafFe plaine, utt'ring what thing they 

ment: 
Contrarie to tlie Roman ancients. 
Whose words were short, and darksome was their 

sense. 
Who reades one line of their harsh poesies. 
Thrice must he take his winde, and breathe him 

tlirice : 
My Muse would follow them that have foregone, 
But cannot with an Enghsh pineon ; 
For looke how farre the ancient comedie 
Past former satyres in her Ubertie : 
So farre must mine yield unto them of olde ; 
'Tis better be too bad, than be too bolde. 
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SATIRE I. 

TiTtf E was, and that was tenn'd the time of g^ld, 
When world and time were young", that now are 

old, 
(When quiet Satume sway*d the mace of lead. 
And pride was yet unbornc, and yet unbred.) 
Time was, that while tlie autunme fall ^d last. 
Our hungrie sires gap'd for the falling mast 

of Uie Dodonian oakes. 
Could no unhusked akorne leave the tree. 
But there was challenge made whose it might be. 
And if some nice and liquorous appetite 
Desir'd more dwntie dish of rare dclite. 
They scaled the stored crab with clasped knee. 
Till they had sated their delicious eye : 
Or search'd the hopefull thicks of hedgy-rowcs, 
For brierie berries, or hawes, or sourer sloes : 
Or when tliey meant to fare the fin'st of all. 
They lick'd oake-leaves besprint witli honey fall. 
As for the thrise three-angled beech nut-shell. 
Or chesnut's armed Imske, and hid kcrnell. 
No squire durst touch, the law would not afford. 
Kept for the court, and for the king's owne board. 
Tlieir royall plate was clay, or wood, or stone. 
The vulgar, save his hand, else he had none. 
Their onely cellar was the neighbour brooke : 
None did for better care, for better looke. 
Was then no ])Uiining of the brewer's scai)e, 
Xnr ^ecdic vintner m\:vt llvti sU'o.u\cd grape. 
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The king's pavilion was the grassy green. 

Under safe shelter of the shadie treen. 

Under each banke men layd their limbs along, 

Not wishing anie ease, not fearing wrong : 

Clad with Uieir owne, as they were made of old, 

Not fearing shame, not feeling anie cold. 

But when by Ceres huswifrie and paine. 

Men leam'd to burie the reviving g^ine. 

And father Janus taught the new-found vine, 

Rise on the elme, with many a friendly tmne : 

And base desire bade men to delven low. 

For needlesse mettals, then *gan mischief grow. 

Then farewell fayrest age, the world's best dayes j 

Thriving in ill as it in age decaies. 

Then crept in pride, and peevish covetise. 

And men grew greedie, discordous, and nice. 

Now man, that erst haile-fellow was with beast, 

Woxe on to weene himselfe a god at least. 

No aerie fowl can take so high a flight. 

Though she her daring wings in clouds have dight ;• 

Nor fish can dive so deep in yielding sea. 

Though Thetis selfe should sweare her safetie ; 

Nor fearful beast can dig his cave so lowe. 

As could he further than Earth's center go ; 

As that the ayre, the earth, or ocean, 

Should shield them fi*om the gorge of greedie man. 

Hath utmost Inde ought better tlian his owne ? 

Then utmost Inde is neare, and rife to gone. 

O Nature ! was the world ordain'd for nought 

But fill man's maw, and feede man's idle thought ? 

Thy grandsire's words savour'd of thriftie leekes, 

Or manly garlic ; but thy furnace reekes 

Hot steams of wine ; and can a-loofe ^e.acTve 

The drunken draughts of swcelc w\\.\VKVvvvN!\t . 
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They naked went; or dad in ntder liidje^ 

Or home-ipiu roMCty void of fbrraine pinds: 

But thou camt mptke in gariih gaiideiie» 

To suite a foole'a fiu^ietched liberie. 

A French liead joyn*d to necfce Italian : 

Thy thighs from Qennanie^ Hid brest from Spain r 

An Englishman in none, a jfoola in all : 

Many in one* and one in seYeralL' 

Tlien men were men; but now the greater part 

Beasts are in life, and women are in heart. 

Goode Satnme seMe, that homely empeiour. 

In proudest ponipe» was not so clad of yore. 

As is the under-gtoome of the oetlerie. 

Husbanding it in work-day yeomanrie. 

Lo ! the long, dale of those expired dayes, 

Which the inqiired Meilin's word fore-say e»; 

When dunghill peasants shall be dight as kingSy 

Then one confusion another brings : 

Then farewell fiurest age, the world's best dayesi, 

Thriving in ill, as it in age decayes. 



SATIRE n. 



Gbeat Osmond knowes not how he shall be knowi> 

When once great Osmond shall be dead and gtme ; 

Unlesse he reare up some rich monument. 

Ten furlong^ nearer to the firmament. 

Some stately tombe he builds, £g3rptian wise. 

Rex reg^um written on the pyramis. 

Whereas gpreat Arthur lies in ruder oak, 

That never felt none bwt th^ f^U^r'a stroke. 
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Small honour can be got with jgaudie grave ; 
Nor it thy rotten name from death can save. 
The fairer tombe, the fouler is thy name ; 
The gpreater pompe procuring greater shame. 
Thy monument make thou thy living deeds ; 
No other tomb thjin that true virtue needs. 
What ! had he nought whereby he might be knowne 
But costly pilements of some curious stone ? 
The matter Nature's, and the workman's frame ; 
His purse's cost : where then is Osmond's name ? 
Deserv'dst thou ill ? well were thy name and thee, 
Wert thou inditched in great secrecie ; 
Where, as no passenger might curse thy dust. 
Nor dogs sepulchral! sate their gnawing lust. 
Thine ill deserts cannot be grav'd with thee. 
So long as on thy grave they ingraved be. 



SATIRE III. 

The courteous citizen bade me to his feast. 

With hollow words, and overly request : 

** Come, will ye dine with me this holyday V' 

I yeelded, though he hop'd I would say nay : 

For had I mayden'd it, as many use ; 

Loath for to grant, but loather to refuse. 

** Alacke, sir, I were loath ; — another day,— 

I should but trouble you ; — pardon me, if you may. 

No pardon should I need ; for, to depart 

He gives me leave, and thanks too, in his heai-t. 

Two words for moifie, Darbisliirian wise ; 

(That's one two manie) is a naugVi^e ^^s^. 
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WIio looks for double biddings to a feist. 
May dine at home for an importune guest. 
1 went, then saw, and found the gpreate ei^ense ; 
Tlie fare and faahions of our citizens. 
Oh, Cleopatrical ! what wtnteth there 
For curious cost, and wood'rous choice of cheere ? 
Beefe, that erst Hercules held for finest fare ; 
Porke for the fat Boeotian, or the hare 
For Martial; fish for the Venetian; 
Goose-liver for the likorous Romane, 
Th' Athenian's goate ; quaile, lolan's cheere ; 
The hen for Esculape, and the Parthian deere ; 
Grapes for Arceulas, figs for Plato's mouth. 
And chestnuts faire for Amarillis' tooth. [fore ? 
Hadst thou such cheere ? wert thou ever there be- 
Never. — T thought so : nor come there no more. 
Come there no more ; for so meant all that cost : 
^\'ever hence take 7ne for thii second host. 
For whom he meanes to make an often guest, 
One dish shall serve ; and welcome make the rest. 
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Wkre yesterday Palemon's natals kept, 
That sr) Ills ihrcshoid is all freshly stoept 
^Vith iiew-slied blood ? Could he not sacrifice 
Sonic sorry morkin that inibidden dies; 
Or n'.ea;:;'er heifer, or some rotten ewe; 
fJut he must needs his posts with blood embrew. 
And on Jiis way-dooTe t\\vi U\e liorued head, 
^y}ih /iov/ei's and \v\\.\vv\\)W\\«\'a ^^wvx^^^VX 
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Now shall the passenger deeroe the man devout. 
What boots it be so, but the world must know *t ? 
O the fond boasting' of vain-glorious man ! 
Does he the best, tiiat may the best be seene P 
Who ever g^ves a paire of velvet skopes 
To th' holy rood, or liberally allowes 
But a new rope to ring the curfew bell. 
But he desires that his great deed may dwell. 
Or graven in the chancel-window-glass, 
Or in the lasting tombe of plated brasse ? 
For he that doth so few deserving deeds, 
'Twere sure his best sue for such larger meeds. 
Who would inglorious live, inglorious die. 
And might eternize his name's memorie? 
And he that cannot brag of greater store. 
Must make his somewhat much, and little more. 
Nor can good Myson weare on his left bond, 
A signet ring of Bristol diamond, 
But he must cut his glove to show his pride. 
That his trim jewel might be better spyM : 
And that men mought some burgesse him repute, 
With sattin sleeves hath grac'd his sacke-cloth suit. 



SATIRE V. 



Fie on all courtcsie, and unruly windes. 
Two only foes that faire disguisement findes. 
Strange cui-se ! but fit for such a fickle age. 
When scalpes are subject to such vassalage, 
r^te travaling along in London way, 
Mee met, as seem'd by his disguWd «!ct«^. 
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A liutie eourtier, whoM curled beid 

With abnm loeki wm fiidrely ftirnialied. 

1 him Mhited in our krish wife : 

He Minreres ingr untimelx courteiies* ' 

Hui bonnet viiFdt ere ever ho could thinkt^, 

Th' unruly winde blovet off hie perlwinlM* 

He lights and runi» and quickly hath bini' 

To overtake hit over-ninning head. 

The fportftill winde, to roocke the headlMM. 

ToMCff apace hii pitch'd Rogeriaa t 

And atraight it to a deeper ditch hath bloirAsf - 

There nuut mj jonker fetch lug waxen cmPM. 

I lookt and kught, whika in hii raging miadt^ 

Ee curti all afwrtHiCf and unruly vdiub, 

I lookt and bught, and much I mervailedt 

To fee 10 Urge a eaui-way in liii head. 

And me bethought, that when it first begon, 

'Twos some shroad autumne tlmt so bar'd the bone. 

Is 't not sweetc pride, when men tlieir crowneamuit 

shade, 
"With tliat which jerks the liams of every jade» 
Or floor-strow'd locks from oft" the barber's shearet ? 
<But waxen crowncs well 'grec with borrowed hairci. 
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SATIRE VI. 

WflRw Gullioii dy'd, (who knowes not GuUion r) 
And his drie soul arriv'd at Acheron, 
He fairc besought the ferryman of Hell, 
'J'liut lie might dnnke to dead PaiitagiHiel. 
Charon was afraid lest thirslic Gullion 
iVonUl have drunk dv\c\\\e yw^t KtVcvt^w^ 
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Yet last consented for a little hyre. 

And downe he dips his chops deep in the myre. 

And drinkesy and diinkes, and swallowes in the 

streeme, 
Untill the shallow shores all naked seeme. 
Yet still he drinkes, nor can the boatman's cries^ 
Nor crabbed oares, nor prayers, make him rise. 
So long he drinkes, till the blacke caravell 
Stands still, fast gravell'd on the mud of Hell. 
There stand they still, nor can go, nor rctyre. 
Though greedie ghosts quick passage did require. 
Yet stand they still, as though they lay at rode. 
Till Gullion his bladder would unlode. 
They stand, and waite, and pray for that good houre ; 
Which, when it came, they sidled to the shore. 
But never since dareth the ferryman. 
Once entertaine the ghost of Gkillion. 
Drinke on, drie soule, and pledge Sir Gullion : 
Drinke to all healths, but diinke not to thine owne. 

Denint nonnulla. 



SATIRE VII. 

SsEST thou how gayly my young maister goes^ 
Vaunting himselfe upon his rising toes ; 
And pranks his hand upon his dagger's side ; 
And picks his glutted teeth since late noon-tide? 
'Tis Ruffio : trow'st thou where he diuM to da\ r 
In sooth I saw him sit with duke Humfray. 
Many good welcomes, and much gratis c\\eeice, 
Keepes be fot every straggling ca\a5\eTc, 
Von, IV, X 



di9 BALL. 

An open houie, haiintad with greita 

Long fervice mixt with muaioiJI ditporL . 

Many Mre yonker with « tethered crMt# 

Choosef much nther be hii ihotAw« gUMl* 

To hre to freely with lo little eoetf 

Then tteke hit twelve-pence to a meuk^t hMt 

lladtt thou not told me» I ibould miflf mf. 

He toucht no meat of all thii fi?e4oiif di|r. 

For mire me thought, yet that wai but a gafa% 

Hif eyei aeeme lunke for verie hnllnwiiiii 

But could he have (aa I did it miitaka) 

80 little in hif purae» to much upon hii baakft/ 

Ho nothing in hit maw ? yet aeemeth by bit bd^-- 

That hia gaunt gut no too much atuflliig Iblt.- . 

Secft thou how fide it hanga beneath l2i hipf . 

Hunger and heavy iron makea girdlea aKp. , 

Yet for all that, how stifly struta he by, 

All trapped in the new-found braverie* 

The nuns of new-won Gales his bonnet lent*' 

In lieu of their so kind a conqucrment. 

What necdeth he fetch that from fartheat Spaine, 

His grandame could have lent witli lesaer paine i 

1'hough he perhaps ne'er pass'd the English ahofei 

Yet foine would counted be a conquerour. 

His hairc, French like, stares on his frighted head* 

One lock Amazon-like disheveled. 

As if he meant to weare a native cord. 

If chaunce his fetes should him that bane afford. 

All British bare upon the bristled skin, . 

Close notched is his beard both lip and chin ; 

His linncn collar labyrinthian set, 

Whose thousand double turnings never met : 

His sleeves half hid witli clbow-pineonings. 

Ah if he meant to ftve m>i\\\\w\\tw Vvcv^u. 



Mdok 3. sATiBss. 243 

But when I looke, and cast mine eyes below. 
What monster meets mine eyes in human show ? 
So slender waist with such an abbot's loyne. 
Did never sober nature sure conjoyne. 
Lik'st a strawne scare-crow in the new-sowne field, 
Rear'd on «ome sticke, the tender come to shield. 
Or if that semblance suit not everie deale, 
Like a broad shak-forke with a slender steel. . 
Despised Nature suit them once aright. 
Their bodie to their coate, both now mis-dight. 
Their bodie to their clothes might shapen be. 
That nil! their clothes shape to their bodie. 
Meane while I wonder at so proude a backe. 
Whiles th' empty g^ts lowd rumblen for long lacke : 
The belly envieth the backers bright glee. 
And murmurs at such inequaUty. 
The backe appeares unto the partial e3nie. 
The plaintive belly pleads they bribed been ; 
And he, for want of better advocate. 
Doth to the ear his injury relate. 
The backe, insulting o'er the belly's need. 
Says, " Thou thy self, I others' eyes must feed." 
The maw, the guts, all inward parts complaine 
The backe's great pride, and their own secret paine. 
Ye witlesse g^allants, I beshrew your hearts. 
That sets such discord 'twixt agreeing parts. 
Which never can be set at onement more, 
Until the maw's wide mouth be stopt with store. 
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TMI COVCLVIIOy. 

Tiivf have I writ in fmootber cedar trec^ 

80 gentle Sitiret, penn'd to eaiily. 

Heneeforth I write in crabbed oak-tree lyndet 

Hearcli they that mean the secret meaniiii^ find* 

Hold out, ye guihy and ye gaDed hidcf^ 

And meet my fkr-fetch'd atripet with wMng rfdet. 



SATIRES. 

BOOK IV. 



THE AUTHOlffS CHARGE 

TO HIS SXCOm) C0£LXCT103r or SATimXS, GILLID 

BiTnre satirii. 

Ye lucklesse rhyme8> whom not unkindly spight 
Begt>t long since of truth and lioly ra^^e, 

Lye here in wombe of silence and still nigpht. 
Until the broils of next unquiet age : 

That which is others' grave ^all be your wombci 

And that which bears you, your eternal tombe, 

Cease ere you 'gin, and ere ye live be dead ; 

And dye and live ere ever ye be borne ; 
And be not bore ere ye be buried, 

Then after live, sith you have dy'd befome, 
IVhcn 1 am dead and rotten in the dust. 
Then 'gin to live, and leave when others lust. 

For when I dye, shall envy dye with me, 
And lie deep smother'd with my marble stone ; 

AVhich while I live cannot be done to dye. 
Nor, if your life 'gin ere my life be done, 

"Will hardly yield t' await my mourning IkfcW^fc^ 

But for my dead corps change m^ \mTi^N«rtR» 

X2 
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Wbatt ihall the tihet of my scnfclcflta vtmrn 
Need to regard the raving world above f 

Sith aftervardf I never can retume. 
To feel the force of hatred or of lore. 

Oh ! if m}r ioul oould lee their pofthame epl|^ 

Should it not joj and trittmph in the aigfat f 

Whatever eye ihalt finde thia hateftil acrole 
After the date of my dear ezequie8» 

Ahf pity thou my plaining orphan'a dole^ 
I'hat ikine would tee the Sunne before it diea. 

It 43^d before* now let it Hve againe, 

Then let it dye« and bide aome famotta bane. 

aatfacitpotahMvMtefi* 



SATTRE I. 

Che baitr yiioI, ImU. 

Who dares upbraid these open rhymes of mine 
With blindfold Aquincs, or darke Venusinc f 
Or rough-hewn Terctismes, writ in th' antique vain 
I/ikc an old satire, and new Flaccian f 
Which who reads thrice, and rubs his rugged brow. 
And deep intendeth every doubtful row, 
Scoring the margent with his blazing stars, 
And huncb*eth crooketh interlinears, 
(Like to a merchant's dcbt-roH new defac'd, 
Wlicn some crack'd manour cross'd his book at laat,) 
Should all in rage the curse-beat page out rive. 
And in eacli dust-heap bury me oUve, 
Stamping like Bucephall, whose slack'ned raines 
And bloody fetlocks fry m\h ««N^tkmtiC%\«^K«s*. 



Book 4. BATiiiss. 247 

More cruel than the cravon satire's gfaost. 

That bound dead bones unto a burning post ; 

Or some more straight-lac'd juror of the rest, 

Impannel'd of an Holyiax inquest : 

Yet well bethought, stoops down and reads anew ; 

The best lies low, and loathes the shallow view. 

Quoth old Eudemon, when his gout-swolne fist 

Gropes for his double ducates in his chist : 

Then buckle close his carelesse lyds once more. 

To pose the pore-blind snake of Epidaore. 

That Lyncius may be match'd with Gaulard's si^. 

That sees not Paris for the houses' height ; 

Or wily C3rppus, that can winke and snort 

While his wife dallies on Maecenas' skort : 

Yet when he hath my crabbed pamphlet read 

As oftentimes as Philip hath been dead. 

Bids all the furies haunt each peevish line 

That thus have rack'd their friendly reader's eyne ; 

Worse than the Logogryphes of later times. 

Or hundredth riddles shak'd to sleeveless rhymes. 

Should I endure these curses and despight 

While no man's eare should glow at what I write ? 

Labeo is whipt, and laughs me in the face : 

Why ? for I smite and hide the galled place. 

Gird but the cynic's helmet on his head. 

Cares he for Talus, or his flayle of lead ? 

Long as the crafty cuttle lieth sure 

In the blacke cloud of his thicke vomiture. 

Who list complaine of wronged faith or fame. 

When he may shift it to another's name ? 

Calvus can scratch his elbow and can smile. 

That thriftlesse Pontice bites his lip the while. 

Yet I intended in that selfe device 

To checke the chuilefor his knowiie cwt,Mue. 



E*ch pointi bU itnugbt far« -linger to hi* fn«iHtj 

Like the blind ili>l on the helfry end, 

Who uirm it liomeward, to my this U I, 

Ai bolder Socrates in Uic comedy f 

But (iDgle out, and Hj oiice pial and ploinc 

That coy Matmnit u a cmirteziui ; 

Or thou, biac Cryapu*, choak'dBI tliy wealthy gutH 

Whiles he lay ■uoaring' at his micLnight rest. 

And in thy dang-cart didst the carkasae thriite 

And dccpc intambe it in Part-cHiueline. 

Pmud Trelriua lives, for all his princely gait. 

On third-hand Hiita, and acrapinga of the pLttc. 

Titiiu knew not where to sliroudc his head 

Until he did a dying widow wed. 

Whiles ^e lay doaling on her dca-Oi's bed. 

And now hath purclias'd lands with one nighl"* 

pune. 
And on (he morrow wooes and weds againe. 
Now sec I lire-flakfs aparkte from his eyes. 
Like a comet's layle in th' angry skies ; 
His poiitiug cheeks puff up above his brow, 
like a swolne toad toucb'd with the spider's blow, 
His mouth shrinks aide-wnnl like a scornful plajae. 
To lake I lis tired car's inj^tcliil place. 
His ears hang laving like a new iugg'd »wiae, 
. To take some counsel of his grieved eyne. 
Now laugh 1 loud, and breake my splene to t«e 
This pleasing pastime of my poc^e; 
Mucli better than a Paris-garden beare. 
Or prating puppet on a theatre ; 
Or Himoe'i whistling to his tabouret, 
SeUing a laughter for a cold meal's meat. 
Go to then, ye my atcied Scmonees, 
And pleoie nt« tootc "i^ tame -je. to Syk^^uk. 
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Care we for all those bugs of- idle fearei 

For Tigels grinning on the theatre ? 

Or scar-babe threatning^ of the rascal ci^w? 

Or wind-spent vercHcts of each ale-knight's view ? 

Whatever breast doth freeze for such false dread» 

Beshrew his base white liver for his meed. 

Fond Were that pity, and that feare were sin. 

To spare waste leaves that so deserved bin. 

Those toothlesse toys that dropt out by mis-haiiy 

Be but as lightning to a thunder-clap. 

Shall then that foul infamous Cjmed's hide 

JLaugh at the purple wales of other's aide ? 

Not if he were as near as, by report. 

The stewes had wont be to th* tennis court : 

He that, while thousands envy at his bed. 

Neighs after bridals, and fresh maidenhead ; 

Whiles slavish Juno dares not look awry. 

To frowne at such imperious rivalry ; 

Not though she sees her wedding jewels drest 

To make new bracelets for a strumpet's wrest ; 

Or like some strange disguised MessaUne, 

Hires a night's lod^ng of his concubine : 

Whether his twilight-torch of love do call 

To revels of uncleanly muacall. 

Or midnight plays, or taverns of new wine, 

Hye ye, white aprons, to your landlord's signe ; 

When all, save toothlesse age or infancy. 

Are summoned to the court of venery. 

Who list excuse? when chaster dames can hire 

Some snout-fair stripling to their apple-squire. 

Whom, staked up like to some staUion steed. 

They keep with eggs and oysters for the hrttd. 

O Lucine { barren Caia hath an Yie\T, 

After her husband's dozen years' des^scff. 
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And now the bribed midwife fwean AfMce* 

The battard babe doth bear hia fkthev's ftce. 

But hath not Lelia paaa'd her virgin yews 2 

For modest ihame (Gk>d wot?) or penal hmnf 

He teOa a merchant tiding^ of a prixe. 

That tells Cjmedo of auch noreltieiy 

Worth little leia tiian bnding of a whale. 

Or Gadea* 8poil% or a eluiri'a funerale. 

Go bid the banea and point the bridal da^. 

His broking bawd hath got a noble pfeyi 

A vacant tenement* an honest dowre 

Can fit his pander ftir her paramoure» 

That he, base wretch, may clog his wit-old iwad; 

And give him hansel of his hymen-bed. 

Ho ! all 3re females that would live mriwn^ 

Fly from the reach of Gyned'sref^iment* . 

If Trent be drawn to dregs and low refbse. 

Hence, ye hot lecher, to the steaming stewea. 

Tyber, the famous sink of Christendome, 

Turn thou to Thames, and Thames run towards 

Rome. 
Whatever damned streamc but thine were meet 
To quench his lusting liver's boiling heat ? 
Thy double draught may quench his dog*daya rage 
With some stale Uacchis, or obsequious page. 
When writhen Lena makes tier sale-set ^ows 
Of wooden Venus with foir-limned brows { 
Or like him more some vailed matron's face. 
Or trained prentice trading in the place. 
The close adultressc, where her name is red, 
Cumcs crawling from her husband's lukewarm bed. 
Her carrion skin bcdaub'd with odours sweet. 
Groping the postern with her bared feet. ' 
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Now play the satire whoso list for me, 

Valentine self, or some as chaste as he. 

In vaine she wisheth long Alkmxna's night, 

Cursing the hasty dawning of the light ; 

And with her cruel lady-ftar uprose 

She seeks her third roust on her silent toes, 

Besmeared all with loathsome smoake of lust, 

Like Acheron's steams, or smoldring sulphur dust. 

Yet all day sits she simpering in her mew 

Like some chaste dame, or thrined saint in riiew ; 

Whiles he lies wallowing with a wetty4iead 

And palish carcase, on his brothel-bed. 

Till his Halt bowels boile with poisonous fire ; 

Right Hercules with his second Deianire. 

O £sculape ! how rife is phytic made. 

When each brasse-baaon can profease the trtde 

Of ridding pocky wretches from their paine. 

And do the beastly cure for ten groats gaine ? 

All these and more deserve some blood-drawn lines. 

But my six cords beene of too loose a twine : 

Stay till my beard shall sweep mine aged breast. 

Then shall I seem an awful satyrist : 

While now my rhymes reKsh of tlie ferule still. 

Some nose-wise pedant saith ; whose deep-seen skill 

Hath three times construed either Flaccus o'er. 

And thrice rehcars'd them in his trivial floore. 

So let them tax me for my hot blood's rage, 

RHther than say I doated in my age. 
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0LP drireltng LoUo drudgei all be can 

To m$kt hif elUent nontie a gentlenum. 

Who can desfMira to aee another thrive, 

Hy loan of twelre«pence to ttti oyater-wiref 

When A crax'd ieaflToldf and a rotten atagCi 

Waa all rieh NKnlua hia heritage. 

Nought tpendeth he for fc$ref nor tparee Ibr eaat|. 

And all he apemla and aparcf healdea la loaC. 

Utmaelf goea patched liko aome hare cottyer, 

l4;Mi he might aiigiil the fuUirt: Ntocke ftppeyre. 

Let tfliUiy i'OMMHn change hiN choice array. 

Like aa the Turk hin tentw, tltrice in a day. 

And all to aun and air liiit nmin untf)ld 

From npightful moihif* ttm\ frrtN, and hoaty mold, 

Beantig hia pawn-laid handa upon hia backe, 

Aa anailea titeir ahclla, or pcdlara do Uieir packe. 

Who cannot ahinc in tiaauea and pure gold 

l*h»t hath hia lancb and patrimony tutUif 

Lolio'a aide coat ia rough pampiliun 

Ciilded wiitt dropa tltat downe the hrmome ran^. 

White caraey hone patched on cither knee, 

The vtry emhleme of good husbandry, 

And a knit nightcap miule ofconraeat twine. 

With two huig labela button'd to hi^ chint 

80 ridcN he mounted on thc^ market-day, 

Upon a atrttw-«tu(l\ pattticl all the way, 
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With a maund charged with household merchandize. 

With eggs, or white-meate, from both dayries ; 

And with that buys he roast for Sunday noone. 

Proud how he made that week's provision. 

£lse is he stall-fed on the worky-day, 

With browne-bread crusts soflen'd in sodden whey. 

Or water-gruell, or those paups of meale 

That Maro makes his simule, and cybeale : 

Or once a weeke, perhaps for novelty, 

Reez'd bacon soords shall feast his family; 

And weens this more than one egg cleft in twalne 

To feast some patrone and his chappelaine : 

Or more than is some hungry gallanfs dole. 

That in a dearth runs sneaking to an hole. 

And leaves his man and dog to keepe his hall. 

Lest the wild room should run forth of the wall. 

Good man ! hii^Bt not spend his idle meales 

In quinsing plov^re, or in wining quailes; 

Nor toot in cheap-side baskets eame and late 

To set the first tooth in some novell cate. 

Let sweet-mouth'd Mercia bid what crowns she 

please 
For half-red cherries, or g^eene g^arden pease. 
Or the first artichoaks of all the yeare. 
To make so lavish cost for little cheare : 
When Lolio feasteth in his revelling fit. 
Some starved pullen secures tlie rusted spit. 
For else how should his sonne maintained be 
At inns of court or of the chancery: 
There to learn law, and courtly carriage. 
To make amends for his mean parentage ; 
Where he unknowne and ruffling as he can, 
C.oes currunt ouch where for a gcnXYcATxatv^ 

Vol. jy. Y 



While yet he nraitelh at ■ome imnortfc i 
Nor ever red hii teiiare*» •econd liM* 
What broker^* lonqr wardrobe ceanot reedh. 
With tianed paina to praaek each peinytfliibteeck? 
OouUat tboa but give the wall, the eap» Hie loM^ 
To prood SarUmo diat geea akraddfihjir bf. 
Wert not the needle ]»icked on hia de^^M^' 
Both by good hi^ ^e aeccei watdi^wand*g|fef , ^ 
But hear'at thoa liolio'a aonne ? gin not Ihj giUt 
Until the erenfaig owl or bloody baft : 
Never until die hmpa of Paul'a been Sg^ 
And luggaid.lantenaahade the moon-ihine wl^(t^% 
Then idien thg fwilty bankrupt^ in bdid dr^mii)^ v 
From hia doae cabbm tfamatt hia riwinbinf icmlit . 
That hath been ]odiginiiiadyahelterpeiit»' r . ~ ' 
Impriaoned to leare of pfiaonntenL ' .'. 
Hay be aome rtt«et-coat parocl^fe 
Shall call thee cousin, friend, arxountrynasy 
And for thy hoped fiat crossing the atreete 
Shall in hia father's name liis god-aon greete. 
Could never man work thee a worser ahame 
Than once to ming^ thy father's odioua name ? 
Whose mention were alike to thee as lieve 
As a catch-poll's fist unto a bankrupt's sleeve ; 
Or an hos ego from old Petrarch's spright 
Unto a plag^iary sonnet-wrigfat. 
There, soon as he can kiss his hand in gree. 
And with good g^ce bow it below the knee. 
Or make a Spanish face with fawning cheere. 
With th' iland cong^ like a cavalier. 
And shake liis head, and cringe his neck and ^^^j 
Home hies he in his father's farm to bide. 
The tenants wonder «X \]bkevc lajcvdlord's sonne^ 
And blesse tkexa aX «o aNki^^XL^TsMEk^^v 
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re than who vies his pence to view some trick 
strang^s Moroco's dumb arithmetick, 
the young elephant, or two-tayl*d steere, 
the rigg'd camell, or the fiddling frere. 
^then hii Hodge shall leave the plough and 

waine, 
d buy a booke, and go to schoole againe. 
ly mought not he as well as others done^ 
e from his fescue to his Littleton ? 
)ls they may feed with words, and live by ayte, 
It climb to honour by the pulpit's stayre : 
seven years pining in an anchore's cheyre, 
win some patched shreds of Minivere ; 
i seven more plod at a patron's tayle 
get a gilded chapel's cheaper sayle. 
. Lolio sees, and laugheth in his sleeve 
the great hope they and his state do give. 
: that which glads and makes him proud'st of all, 
(Then the brabling neighbours on him call 
• counsel in some crabbed case of law, 
some indentments, or some bond to draw : 
neighbour's goose hath grazed on his lea, 
lat action mought be enter'd in the plea ? 
new-fall'n lands have made him in request. 
It now he looks as lofty as the best. 
1 well done Lolio, like a thrifty sire, 
rere pity but thy sonne should prove a squire. 
w I foresee in many ages past, 
»en Lolio*s caytive name is quite defac'd, 
ine heir, thine heir's heir, and his heir again, 
►m out the lines of careful Lolian, 
ill climb up to the chancell pewes ou hi^\\, 
i rule and raigne in their ricVi tc\\wvc>^ \ 
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When peteli*d aloft to perfect their 
They nek their fenti unto » treble ntef 
And hedge in an the netghbour covumm Indi^ 
And clodge their dsvuh tenentt willi oiHHHiiSi t' 
Whiles thejy poor woak^ with lee&^ (righ ooak 
And wish old Lolio were aUre again^ ■ {pUM^ 
And praiae hia gentle aoiile» and wiah H inS^ 
And of hia ftiendty facts fun often tett. :' 
Ifis father dead ! tuih, no it waa not he^ 
He finda recorda of his great pedigree^ 
And telU how first hia fianoua anceatoor 
Bid come in long nnce with the Conqoetoir. . •. 
Nor hMh aome btSbed herald first aaignfd 
JSis quartered anna and creat of gende.lcaidf - ' 
The Scottidi bamade^ if I might choosey 
That of a worme doth waze a wingped goose 9 
Nathlesae scHne hungry squire for h<^ of good 
Hatches the churl's sonne into gentle bkxidy 
Whose Sonne more justly of his gentry boasts 
Than who were bom at two py'd painted posti^ 
And had some traunting merchant to his sire. 
That trafick'd both by water and by fire. 
O times ! since ever Rome did kings create, 
Brasse gentlemen, and Caesars laureate. 



SATIRE ra. 
Fuimus troes. Yel yix ea nostra. 

What boots it, Pontice, though thou could^st dis 

course 
' Of a long golden \mco?«k.Tvc^^VQN\T%> 
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Or show tlieir punted faces gayly drestt 
From ever since before the last conquest ? 
Or tedious bead-roUs of descended blood. 
From fatlicr Japhet since Ducalion's flood ? 
Or call some old church-windows to record 

The ag-e of thy faire armcs \ 

Or find some figures halfe obliterate 
In rain-beat marble near to the church-gate 
Upon a crossc-legfg^d tombe : what boots it the6 
To show the rusted buckle that did tie 
The garter of thy greatest grandsire's knee ? 
What to reserve their relicks many yeares, 
Their silver spurs, or spils of broken speares ? 
Or cite old Ocland's verse, how they did wield 
The wars in Turwin, or in Tumey field ? 
And if tliou canst in picking strawes engage 
In one half day thy fatlier's heritage ; 
Or hide whatever treasures he tliee got, 
In some deep cock-pit, or in dusp'ratc lot 
Upon a six-square piece of ivory. 
Throw both thy self and thy posterity ? 
Or if (O shame !) in hired harlot's bed 
Thy wealthy hcirdome thou have buried : 
Then, Pontice, little boots thee to discoursf 
Of a long golden line of anccstours. 
Ventrous Fortunio his furm hath sold. 
And gads to Guiane land to fish for gold, 
Meeting perhaps, if Orenoquc deny, 
Some straggling pinnace of Polonian rye : 
Then comes home floating witli a silken saiK 
That Severne sliaketh with his cannon-pcul : 
IViscr Kaymundus, in his closet ])ent, 
IrfAughs at such danger and advcvll^u:ttIx^vl^^ 
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VThen half Idi kadi are fpent in goUm flBolD^ 

And now hb lecond liopclul gla«e it ImkiB. . 

But yet if hap^ his ibird fonaee hoUk . % 

Devoteth aU Ins pcMa and paaa to gold: 

So spend tibon, Pontiee, if tliou canst not ifMir^ - 

like some stout seaman, or phylosoplMr. 

And were thy firtbers gentle? tbat's their pnSiei 

No thank to thee by i^hom their name deea^ i 

By nrtne got they it, and valorous deedf - 

"Do thou 80^ Pontice, and be honoored. 

But dse^ look how their virtae was their ^rnnt, •-. 

Not capable of jv^agation. 

Right so Ibeir titles beene, nor can be tfaine^ 

Whose ill deserts might bknke their foldea iae. 

Tell me thou gentle Trojan, dost thou prise . ' 

Thy brute beasts' worth by their dama^ qnalitiMf 

Say'st thou this colt shall prove a 8wift-p«c'd steed 

Only because a jennet did liim breed ? 

Or say'st thou this same horse shall win the prise. 

Because his dam was swiftest Tninchefice, 

Or Runcevall his sire ? himself a Gallaway ? 

Whiles like a tireling jade he lags half-way. 

Or whiles thou seest some of thy stalUon rac^ 

Their eyes bor'd out, masking the miller's maze^ 

like to a Scythian slave swome to the payle. 

Or drag^ng frothy barrels at his tayle ? 

Albe wise Nature in her providence. 

Wont in the want of reason and of sense. 

Traduce the native virtue with the kind. 

Making all brute and senselesse things inclined 

Unto their cause, or place where they were sowne; 

That one is like to all, and all like one. 

Was never fox but vnVy c>i\>& Vit^eta •> 

The bear his ftercentaafe V>\MA\>viQ^>a^^\skv 
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Nor fearful hare fUk but of lion's seed. 

Nor eagle wont the tender dove to breed. 

Creet ever wont the cypress sad to bear, . 

Acheron banks the palish popelar : 

The palm doth rifely rise in Jury field. 

And Alpheus waters noug^ht but olives wild. 

Asopus breeds big bullrushes alone, 

Meander, heath ; peaches by Nilus growne. 

An English wolfe, an Irish toad to see. 

Were as a chaste man nurs'd in Italy. 

And now when nature gives another g^de 

To human-kind, that in his bosome bides, 

Above insdnct, his reason and discourse. 

His being better, is his life the worse ? 

Ah me ! how seldome we see sonnes succeed 

Their father's praise, in prowesse and great deed ? 

Yet certes if the sire be ill inclined. 

His faults befal his sonnes by course of kind. 

Scaurus was covetous, his sonne not so ; 

But not his pared nayle will he forego. 

!Florian, the sire, did women love alive. 

And so his sonne doth too, all but his wife. 

Brag of thy father's faults, they are thine own : 

Brag of his lands, if they are not foregone. 

Brag of thine own good deeds, for they are thine 

More than his life, or lands, or golden line. 



SATIRE IV. 
Plusbesqnefbrt. 

(Jan I not touch some upstart caxpeV.-idD\^<^ 
Of LoUo's sonne, that never aaw ti^e^eV^-, 



360 JUXK. •/. \ 

Or taxe wild FonBfle for hit huniiei^ 

But stnug^ tli^ tdl ne of TireiiMP «gpM I - . 

Or hickletie Colfiiigboni'ft fSeediB; «f iIuk 

Or hondretfa icii^ wlueh Unmet still 

But ttraiglit Sigifioo iiodi Mid kniu Us 

And winket md wiUm hii mwrdaig Imd Ar Ibin^ 

And lisp tome dtent kttett in my can ? ' . 

Hare I not ▼ow'd for diiuintn|f mdk debute f . 

Pardon, je aatire^ to d e g cme ra te ! 

And vadini^ Unw in tiie plebeitfii hlu^ 

That no aak ware diall frotb upon 117 fMclM.' 

Let Labeo^ oiriHio ebe fiat for me^ 

Go loose lua ean and M to aldbimy : * 

Only let Galfio give me leare a wbile ' 

To 8cho(^ him oAoe or ere I ohanfei my iljrW. / 

O lawlesse pannch !<tlie cause of much despigfel^-' 

Through raunging of a currish appetite^ 

When spleenish morsols cram the gaping mav» 

Withouten diet's care or trencher-kw ; 

Though never have I Saleme rh3rmes profest 

To be some lady's trencher-critick guest ; 

Whiles each bit cooleth for the oracle. 

Whose sentence charms it with a rhyming spell. 

Touch not this coler, that melancholy. 

This bit were dry and hot, that cold and dry. 

Yet can I set my Gallio's dieting, 

A pestle of a lark, op plover's wing; 

And warn him not to cast his wanton ejme 

On grosser bacon, or salt haberdine. 

Or dried flitches of some smoked beeve, 

Hang'd on a writhen wythe since Martin's eve. 

Or burnt larke's heeles, or rashers raw and greeny 

Or melancholick liv« oi ^ivXiictv^ 
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Which stout Vonmo brags to make his feast. 

And claps his hand on his brave ostridg^ breast; 

Then fails to praise the hardy janizar 

That sucks his horse side, thirsting in the war. 

Lastly, to seal up all that he hath spoke, 

Quaifes a whole tunnell of tobacco smoke. 

If Martius in boist'rous buffs be dress'd. 

Branded with iron plates upon the breast. 

And pointed on the shoulders for the nonce. 

As new come from the Belgian garrisons, 

IVhat should thou need to envy aught at that, 

Whenas thou smeUest like a civet cat ? 

IVhenas thine oyled locks smooth platted faU, 

Shining like vamish'd pictures on a wall. 

When a plum'd fanne may shade thy chalked face, 

And lawny strips thy naked bosom grace. 

If brabbling Make>fray, at each fair and size. 

Picks quarrels for to show his valiantize. 

Straight pressed for an hungry Swizzer's pay 

To thrust his fist to each part of the fray. 

And piping hot puffs toward the pointed plaine. 

With a broad Scot, or proking spit of Spaine ; 

Or hoyseth sayle up to a forraine shore. 

That he may live a lawlesse conquerour. 

If some such desp'rate hackster shall devise 

To rouze thine hare's-heart from her cowardice. 

As idle children striving to excell 

In blowing bubbles from an empty shell ; 

Oh, Hercules ! how like to prove a man, 

Tliat all so rath thy warlike life began ? 

Thy mother could thee for thy cradle set 

Her husband's rusty iron corselet ; 

Whose jargling sound might rockYvet >a?Xit \ft x%.'^> 

That never plsdn'd of his uneasy ive«^ *. 
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There ^ he diMBie of dveary win ilrlMDd^' 
And woke^ and ^mi^U nd won^ «m' he.iwH 



But who hitii leeiie the knib* ofTvemfaMw 
Majguetie whitGaOiolusiiaiiiienbeeast ' 
AIlsoftftttheftmii|r>b]sUe^wiie» (i 

Soft as is the Ihmy baO, or Horiui^ cnnme. 
Now GaUio, gim thy youthly heat to ndgMf 
In eveiy TigoRwa Ihi^ and fweDini^ "ndoe # 
Time bids thee raise tiune headstrong thoag|te em 

highi 
To valour and adventurous chivahy : 

Pawne thou no gtove ftr chaflenge of the dee4» 

Nor make thj qnlBtaine odiers armed heed.' ^ 

T* enrich the waitoig herald with Uiy ihaBM^ 

And make thy losse the scornful -scafibkhi 

*Wars, God forefend ! may God defend from 

Scone are sonnes spent, that not soon reared 

Gallic may pu)l me roses ere they fall. 

Or in his net entrap the tennis-ball. 

Or tend his spar-hawke mantling in her mew. 

Or yelping beagles busy heeles pursue. 

Or watch a nnking corke upon the shore. 

Or halter finches through a privy docre. 

Or list he spend the time in sportful game. 

In daily courting of his lovely dame. 

Hang on her lips, melt in her wanton eye. 

Dance in her hand, joy in her jollity ; 

Here's little perill, and much lesser psdne. 

So timely Hymen do the rest restraine. 

Hye, wanton Gallic, and wed betime, [prime ? 

Why should'st thou leese the pleasures of thy 

Seest thou the roacAewe^iiXXxm^vViEt^d? 

Tlien hye thee, VanVwi O^o» ^<a nj«.^. 
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Let ring and ferule meet upon thine hand. 
And Lucine's girdle with her swathing-band. 

Hye thee, and give the world yet one dwarfe 

more. 
Such as it got when thou thy selfe was bore : 
Looke not for warning of thy bloomed chin. 
Can ever happinesse too soone begin ? 
Yirginius vow'd to keep his maidenhead. 
And eats chast lettice, and drinks poppy-seed. 
And smells on camphire fasting ; and that done. 
Long hath he liv'd, chaste as a vsdled nunne ; 
Free as a new-absolved damosell 
That frier Cornelius shrived in his cell. 
Till now he wax'd a toothlesse bachelour. 
He thaws like Chaucer's frosty Januere, 
And sets a month's mind upon smiling May, 
And dyes his beard that did his age bewray ; 
Biting on annys-seede and rosemarine. 
Which might the fume of his rot lungs refine : 
Now he in Charon's barge a bride doth seeke. 
The maidens mocke, and call him withered leeke^ 
That with a g^een tayle hath an hoary head. 
And now he would, and now he cannot wed. 



SATIRE V. 
Stupet albiui Sre. 



Would now that Matho were the 8at3n:ist, 
That some fat bride might grease him in the fist 
For which he need not brawl at dixvy \)9cr« 
Nor kissc the bookoAo be a pexiuT^iT \ 
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Wlio else would scorn his silence to havo toldf 

And have histonf^ie tyed with strings of gold? 

Curius is dead, and buried long since. 

And all that loved golden abstinence. 

Might he not well repine at his old fee, 

Would he but spare to speakc of usury ? 

Hirelings enow beside can be so base, [bi 

lliough we should scornc each bribing variefft 

Yet he and I could shun each jealous hcad» 

Sticking our tliumbs close to our girdle-stead. 

Though were they manicled behind our backc, 

Another's fist can serve our fees to take. 

Yet pursy Euclio cheerly smiling pray'd 

That my sharp words might curtail their side trade: 

For thousands beene in every govemall 

That live by losse, and rise by others* faD. 

Whatever sickly shccpc so secret dies. 

But some foule raven hath bespoke his eyes f 

What else makes N when his lands are spent, 

Go shaking like u threadbare malecontent. 

Whose bandlesse bonnet vailcs his o'ergrown chin, 

And sullen rags bewray his morphew'd skin ; 

So ships he to the wolfish western isle 

AmoHj^ the savage kernes in sad exile ; 

Or in the Turkish wars at Carsar's pay 

To rub his life out till the latest dav. 

Another sliifting gallant to forecast 

To gull his hostess for a month's repast. 

With some gulPd tnuik, ballast with straw and stone, 

Left for the pawn of liis provision. 

Had F 's shop layn fallow but froji» hence. 

His doores close seal'd as in some pestilence, 
"Whiles his light hcelos their fearful flight can lake. 
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Tocullio was a wealthy usurer, 
Such store of incomes had he every year, 
By busliels was he wont to mete his coinc, 
As dill the oldc wife of Trimalcton. 
Could he do more that finds an idle roomc 
For many hundreth thousands on a tombc P 
Or who rears up four frec-schoolcs in liis age 
Of his okl pillage, and damn'd surplusage ? 
Yet now he swore by that sweetc crosse he kissM 
(Tliat silver cn)S8c, where he had sacriiic'd 
His coveting soule, by his desire's owne doome. 
Daily to die tlie Devil's martyrdome) 
His angels were all flowne up to tlieir sky, 
And had forsooke his naked treasury. 
Farewell Astrca, and her weights of gold, 
Untill his lingering calends once be told ; 
Nought left l>ehind but wax and parclunent scrolcs, 
Like Lucian's dreame tliat nlver tum'd to coals. 
Should'st thou him credit tliat nould credit tliec ? 
Yes, and may'st sweare he swore the verity. 
The ding-thrift heir his shif\-g^t sunmie mispent. 
Comes drooping like a penlesse penitent. 
And beats his faint fist on 1'ocullio*s doore, 
It lost the last, and now must call for more. 
Now hath tlie spider caught a wand'ring fly, 
And draws her captive at her cruel thigh : 
8oon is his errand read in his pale face, 
Which bears dumb characters of every case. 
So Cyned's dusky checkc, and fiery eye. 
And hairelesse brow, tells where he last did lye. 
So Matho doth bewray his guilty thought. 
While his pale face doth say his cause is nouf^Ul. 
Seest thou the wary angler trayle a\oug 
///# feeble line, Boone m some pike too i^ttotvv; 
Vol. IV. z 
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Ilatli H wallowed th^ baitc, iliaf ncorncii the ibore, 

Vri now nrar'liand ratinot rfHiHt no more f 

Ko lii'tli hf ttlrMifc in Hniooth pnrtcnco. 

To liiflc Uln rotif^li intcndrd violrnrc ; 

An he: that iinch^r nani<; ofChrifftniaH checre 

Can Htnrvr h'lH tcnanlJi u\\ th' cnwiing' ycare. 

I'apc-r anrl wax, ((lOfl wot!) a wcakc repay 

For Hiirh <h-cpe dchiM and downcaal minui «• tbej: 

Writf, Ncair-, dclivrr, tukc, t^y Hpcnil and apccdei 

And yet full tiardly could IiIh prcNi;nt need 

Part with Much miin ; for but ni ycMtcr-Ute 

Did FuniuH ofirr pcn-worllin at nwy rate. 

For aniall dtHbiirHnirnt ; he liic bankcs hath brokf; 

And iivv.tU niritc now nttnu'. fiinlirr plaync overlook; 

Yft ere hi* go faine would lie be relcasty 

llye ye, ye raveiiN, liye you to tbe feoiit. 

Provided fhul tiiy iniidn an; U-i\ eiiiire, 

To be re(b;ernM or ere thy day expire : 

Then Hbull tbou feare tboH<: Idb*. p:ipr:r bondm- 

That thuH liad fettered Iby pawned landfi. 

Ab, foole ! for Hooner nhalf. ibou h<-I1 the rcHt 

'Hian Htake oujfbi fr^r thy former interent; 

When it Hliail g'riiid tby {(-ratiiif^'f^all for fthamc. 

To Hee tbe InndH tbut beare iby f{i':uidNire'» name 

llreomc a fluuf^biil peaNimt'H Numriier-iiull, 

Or lonely bcnnit'H en^^e iiiboHpitall ; 

A pining' ^^ourniand, an iriipcriou.H Nlave, 

An borne- b'ceb, barren wornbe, anrl |^apin(f graro; 

A lef^al tliiefe, a bloodlcHNe. rniirlbercr, 

A fieufl inearnate, a false UHurer: 

Albe Hueb niaync ext^irt HeoniH to be pent 

In tbe elay wallH of Ibatrbi-d tenement. 

For ccrrteM no insu\ i»V «l V<>vi dv.y;t<i<*. 

Msf}' bid two jpiuHln, MV v;o\^^, ^>v \wvpv 
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TJnlesse some base hedge-creeping Collybist 

Scatters his refuse scraps on whom he list 

For Easter gloves, or for a shrove-tide hen, 

IVhich bought to givey he takes to sell again. 

I do not meane some glozing merchant's feate. 

That laugheth at the cozened world's deceit. 

When as an hundred stocks lie in his fist. 

He leaks, and sinks, and breaketh when he list. 

But Nummius eas'd the needy g^allant's care 

With a base bargain of his blowen ware 

Of fusted hops, now lost for lack of sale. 

Or mould brown paper that could nought availe ; 

Or what he cannot utter otherwise. 

May pleasure Fridoline for treble price ; 

Whiles his false broker lieth in the wind. 

And for a present chapman is assign'd. 

The cut-throat wretch for their compacted gaine 

Buys all but for one quarter of the mayne; 

Whiles if he chance to break his deare-bought day 

And forfeit, for default of due repay. 

His late entangled lands ; then, Fridoline, 

Buy thee a wallet, and go beg or pine. 

If Mammon's selfe should ever live with men. 

Mammon himself shall be a citizen. 



SATIRE VI. 



Qaid placet ergo i 



I WOT not how the world's degeiiet«L\ft, 
That men or know, or like noltWvt es^^Vc 
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Out ftoai tiie CUtt up to th* 
Not one Iwt koUi lu« mtiTe ttste 
When oo«ie^iti^iBli|;swiiliitwci<t 
For Ckwi^ dtelfe to cnciiuge thm 
. And wetre' GnN penMg% aad cludk (k^ 
And itill we poriiy on Aefar pockrt gji—ii w. 
l^r'd with pbm'd nift nd iuM^ud |iwH|il il^n 
AndboaiEtaadvea&igiletabottlteirkifWf^- . 
And trend on coriEcd HiHi a ptkPua^lMigH^ . 
And make Uieb nqildn Ibr their ^Miar.pliidri^ r 
And gripe their wuat vithin a naitoK iBMiV . 
F^md Cxniib tiuit voakPat wiah to be a M*l r 
WhoM miouidi homewlTet like l)iiii iiiHfcnifi<jt 
AndmdLeadriidgeoffheiriixoiioiia4Mlfe^ - 

Who like a oot^u^ene fieezedi at dM vndb . 

Whiles hifl bieedi*fe dame dothmanthoftiTCtt flMfc 

Is^ not a ahame to see each homely gramme 

Sit perched in an idle chariot roome» 

That were not meete some pannel to bestride^ 

Sursingled to a galled hackney's hide ? 

Each muck-worme will be rich with lawlesse gaine^ 

Although he smother up mowes of seven yeaaf 

graine. 
And hang'd himself when come g^wsche^ again ; 
Although he buy whole harvests in the springs, 
And foyst in false strikes to the measuring : 
Although his shop be muffled from the liglit 
Like a day dungeon, or Cimmerian night : 
Nor full nor fasting can the carle take rest. 
While his George-Nobles rusten in his chest. 
He sleeps but once, and dreames of burglary. 
And wakes and casts about his frighted eye. 
And gropes for th' eves \iv cVt^ darker shade ; 
And if a mouse but ft\iTte\xt e«J^^at v^^^. 
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The sturdy plough-miin doth the soldier dee 
All scarfed with py'd colours to the knee, 
Whom Indian pillage hath made fortunate. 
And now he gins to loathe his former state : 
Now doth he inly scome his Kendall-Greene, 
And his patch'd cockers now despised beene. 
Nor list he now go whistling to the carre, 
But sells his tceme and setleth to the warr». 
O warre ! to them that never try'd thee, sweete ! 
When his dead mate falls groveling at his feete. 
And angry bullets whistlen at his eare, 
And his dim eyes see nought but death and drere. 
Oh, happy ploughman! were thy weale well 

knowne : 
Oh, happy all estates except his owne ! 
Some drunken rhymer thinks his time well spent. 
If he can live to see his name in print ; 
Who when he is once fleshed to the presse. 
And sees his handsell have such fiure siiccesse. 
Sung to the whecle, and sung unto the payle. 
He sends forth thraves of ballads to the sale. 
Nor then can rest, but volumes up bodged rhym^ 
To have his name talk'd of in future times. 
The brain-sick youth, that feeds his tickled eare 
With sweet-sauc'd lies of some false traveller. 
Which hath the Spanisli decades read awhile. 
Or whet-stone leasing^ of old Mandeville ; 
Now with discourses breakes his mid-night slecpe. 
Of his adventures through the Indian deepe. 
Of all their massy heapes of gx>lden mine. 
Or of the antique tombes of Palestine ; 
Or of Damascus' magick wall of glasse, 
Of Solomon his sweating piles of bTsaae, 

Z2 




OffbobMloetlMiftbMn 
Of i mrmri dt thiit the ■ow Hnw w 
OfhririltMt mm tdtmu^ 
t he IMitoiM of tiiefr IhrM Ml f*fiinHi» f 
Whet awiitwrne cHi— Hfwt iw^ rtu d >% : 
Cftyn>» er the dty oCthe TMiilly* , 
Mow ere thef diwf 4iiU eotfki 
The boideriiif AI^(Mi er elie the 
And new he pllei the newtiMl 
Of vo^ifM end rentmee to InqiriM.. * /,* <,*^ V 
Ulf knd mortinf'dt he, t ea h ee t hft^^mwim^ 
Wkriiei ibr home e theiMMKl a^lhe • di^ir;^ . 
And new he deeme Mi home-hroAiws mUttb- - 
Af bi» pereht bifketf or hit btrreFd b«iife». 
Mongft eU theie itlii of dieeoNtenledoMfk^ v . 
Ohf let me lead in aeademiefc Hli^f -> ■',■■* ' v' 
To know much, and to think we nothiiii^ 
NotliinK to have, yet think we have enowe i 
In •kill to went, end wantinfl^ leek Ibr moioi 
In weele nor wtintt nor wish for (preator 
Envy, ye monerclui; with your proud exoM 
At our low Myle» and our high happingiia. 
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POMH PTMH. 

Weo leyn thete Romifb pageantf been too Ugh 
To be the icome of •portftii poe«y 9 
Utrien not all the world aueh m9i(X«f wlit 
/ie are the loyen MVUi to i^ M.Vf^« 
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Perdie I loath an hundred Mathoes' tongues. 

An hundred gamesters' shifts, or landloi^ds* WrongSi 

Or Labeo's poems, or base Lofio's pride. 

Or ever what I thought or wrote beside. 

When once I thinke if carping Aquino's sprigfat. 

To see now Rome, were licens'd to the light. 

How his enraged ghost would stamp and stare. 

That Cssar's throne is tum'd to Peter's chayre. 

To see an old shome lozell perched high. 

Crossing beneath a g^den canopy; 

The whiles a thousand hairlesse crownes crouch 

low, 
To kisse the precious case of his proud toe ; 
And for the lordly fiisces borne of old^ 
To see two qxiiet crossed keyes of gold. 
Or Cybele's shrine, the famous Pantheon's frame, 
Tum'd to the honour of our lady's name. 
But that he most would gaze and wonder at. 
Is th' homed mitre, and the bloody hat. 
The crooked stafFe, their coule's strange form and 

store. 
Save that he saw the same in Hell before ; 
To see the broken nuns, with new-shome heads. 
In a blind cloyster tosse their idle beades. 
Or louzy coules come smoking from the stewes, 
To raise the lewd rent to their lord accrewes, 
(Who with ranke Venice dotii his pompe advance 
By trading often thousand courtezans) 
Yet backward must absolve a female's ^ne, 
Like to a false dissembling Theatine, 
Who when his skin is red with shirts of male 
And rugged haire-cloth secures his greasy nayl^\ 
Or wedding garment tames his 8txih\Kjnnafe>a%R>tfc'» 
Which bis hempe girdle dies a\i Wtw wv^^^as?^^ 
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Or of hk almetJMk tinee dayei iBi^^ 
Tradget to open itewes <^ dth«r Idade : 
Or tftkci toraa canfiiiaFs itable in tiltt mtfp 
And with wnne pcapefed male doth tovb IIm day. 
Kept Ibr hii lofd't own itddk when liim'fiiL 
Come, Talentilie, and play the Mlyriit • 
To see poor micklinga wekom'd to the B^^ 
Witii Btarii^ irons of some soure Jacobifeti^ 
Or golden c^ers of an aged ibol<^ ' ' ' 
To make his 6bffin some Franciscan's conle t 
To see the pope's blacke knight, a doakad ficne;. 
Sweating in the channel Uke a acavengere« 
Whom erst they boiled hamme did low^ gfwcte^ 
When at the comer-erosse thou didst him meete^ 
Tumbling his rosaries hanging at his beU^- 
Or his baretts, or his tow'red felt : 
To see a lazy dumb acholithite 
Armed against a devout flyers despig^ - 
Which at th' high altar doth the chalice vaile 
With a broad flie-rflappe of a peacocke's tayle. 
The whiles the liquorous priest spits every trice 
With lon^ng for his morning sacrifice, 
Wliich he reares up quite perpendiculare. 
That the mid church doth spighte the chancel's fare. 
Beating their empty mawes that would be fed 
With the scant morsels of the sacrists* bread : 
Would he not laugh to death when he should heare 
The shamelesse legends of St. Christopher, 
St. George, the Sleepers, or St. Peter's well. 
Or of his daughter good St. Petronell ? 
But had he heard the female father's groane, 
Feaning in mids of her procession ; 
Or now should see th,e ivee^eis%^ \r^i3^-<^\a:yc^^ 
f When each is proved by YvvsXi^afcKc^Vt^xe^ 
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Or saw the churches, and new calendere 
Pester'd with mongrel saints and relicks deare, 
Should he cry out on Codro's tedious toombes, 
Wlien his new rage would ask no narrower roomes ? 



SATIRES. 

BOOK V. 



SATIRE I. 

Sit pKMi merenti. 

Pardon, ye glowing* eares ; needs will it out^ 

Though brazen walls compass'd my tongue about 

As thick as wealthy Scorbio's quick-set rowes 

In the wide common that he chd enclose. 

Pull out mine eyes, if I shall see no vice. 

Or let me see it with detesting eyes. 

Renowned Aquine, now I follow tliee. 

Par as I may for feare of jeopardy ; 

And to thy hand yield up the ivy-mace 

From crabbed Perseus, and more smooth Horace ; 

Or from that slirew tlie Roman poetesse, 

Thiit taup^ht her gossips learned bitternesse ; 

Or liUcile's Muse whom tliou didst imitate. 

Or Menips old, or Pasquillers of late. 

Yet name I not Mutius, or Tigilline, 

Though they deserve a keener style than mine ; 

Nor meanc to ransack up the quiet grave ; 

Nor burn dead bones, as he example gpve : 

I taxe the Vmng •. \c\. \\\<i 0^vi'^<\. ^v^^^ x^^\^ 

Whose faults are de\vOi, ^Yvsi\NaJ\^^\w>iJckft:\!t Ofte*^ 
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Who can refnun that's guiltlesse of their crime. 

Whiles yet he lives in such a cruel time } 

When Titio's grounds, that in his g^ndsire's dayes 

But one pound fine, one penny rent did raise, 

A summer snow-ball, or a winter rose, 

Is growne to thousands as the world now g^es. 

80 thrift and time sets other things on floate. 

That now his sonne soups in a silken coate. 

Whose gfrandsire happily, a poore hung^ swaine, 

Begg'd some cast abbey in the church's wayne : 

And but for that, whatever he may vaunt. 

Who knows a monk had been a mendicant f 

While freezing Matho, that for one lean fee 

Won't term each term the term of Hilary, 

May now, instead of those his simple fees, 

Get the fee-simples of faire manneries. 

What, did he counterfeat his prince's hand. 

For some streave lordship of concealed land ? 

Or on each Michael and Lady-day, 

Tooke he dcepe forfeits for an hour's delay ? 

And gfdn'd no lesse by such injurious brawl. 

Then Gamius by his sixth wife's burial ? 

Or hath he wonne some wider interest. 

By hoary charters from his grandsire's chest. 

Which late some bribed scribe for slender wage. 

Writ in the characters of another age. 

That Plowdon selfe might stammer to rehearse. 

Whose date o'erlooks three centuries of yearsr 

Who ever yet the tracks of weale so try'd. 

But there hath been one beaten way beside ? 

He, when he lets a lease for life, or yeares, 

(As never he doth until the date expires ; 

For when the fuU state in Ina fvst doi^\L<&,i 

He mty tate vantage of the vacanty,'^ 
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Yet niiiRl he liauni hi* grceily IftiuUord^ IwU 

With often present* at each fettivall i 

With crammed capon* everj' new-yetra'e tnema^ 

Or witli green chueiei when hi* «heep u« dwtM i 

Or many inaunda full of lii* mellow fhiite, 

To make tome way to win liii weighty eulttf. 

Whom cannot (pfU at laHt cause to rden^ 

Or to win fikvour, or Ave punitlunent } / 

Wlieii griple patron* tuni theiv tturdia rtmlq^.r 

To waxe, when tlicy the golden flame do ftd«« 

When grand HxcunM cuat* a glivering ejra 

On the colli present of a puciiy : 

And lest lie miglit more ftunkly take thu Ktrih 

<:ro]ic* for ft French crowne in hi* i.-mpty ■Isovai 

Thence Clodiui hof u to w^ tiu ah.'ouUAfi trt 
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The smiling landlord shows a shun-shine fase,. 
Feigning that he wiU grant him further grace, 
And leers like JEsop's foxe upon a crane 
Whose neck he craves for his chirur^an : 
So lingers off the lease until the last, 
What recks he then of pains or promise past f 
Was ever feather, or fond woman's mind 
More light than words ? the blasts of idle wind \ 
What's fib or fire, to take the gentle slip 
And in th' exchequer rot for surety-ship ? 
Or thence thy starved brother live and die. 
Within the cold Coal-harbour sanctuary ? 
Will one f¥om Scots-bank bid but one g^ate more^ 
My old tenant may be turned out of doore. 
Though much he spent in th' rotten roof's repaire, 
In hope to have it left unto his heir : 
lliough many a load of marie and manure layd, 
Reviv'd his barren leas, that erst lay dead. 
Were he as Furius, he would defy 
Such pilfering slips of petty landlordry : 
And might dislodge whole colomes of poore. 
And lay their roofe quite level with their floore, 
Whiles yet he g^ves as to a yielding fence. 
Their bag and baggie to his citizens. 
And ships them to the new-nam'd virg^n-lond, 
Or wilder Wales, where never wig^t yet wonn'd. 
Would it not vex thee where thy sires did keep. 
To see the dunged folds of dag-tayPd sheep ? 
And ruin'd house where holy things were said. 
Whose free-stone walls the thatched roofe upbraid. 
Whose shrill sainf s-bell hangs on his lovery, 
Wlule the rest are damned to the plumbery ? 
Yet pure devotion lets the steeple c^axi^ 
And idle battlements on either Yiaivd. *. 
Vol, IV. A a 
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Hovti-keepiiig't deed, 8« k volfiit Hmv titat} 
Fdnooth ihiey my fkt hence in itrriTV nen¥ >liwi' 

And erer finee, tliey My that feel end tMV • 
That men niaj break tlieb neck eooa 10 iMr lit 
Certe% if phj dy'd at Chaiicer*a date^ i . ./• ^ . - 

He Uv'd a widower kMiff behind hie natoir « (%,. 
Save tiiat I aee iome rotten bedrid alM^. 
Which to out-ftrip the non of Ua kefaei^ 
Is cnunmed with gulden brvu«% and dn^ge of |iiie6^ 
And each day dying lives, and living dieof 
1111 once survived his i^iirdsbip's laten ere^ 
His eyes are clos'd, with choice to die or live. 
Plenty and he dy'd both in that same yeere^ 
When the sad sky did shed so many a teere. 
And now, who list not of his labour faile» 
Mark with Saturio my friendly tale. 
Along thy way thou canst not but descry 
Fair glittering halls to tempt the hopelUl eym^ 
Thy right eye 'gins to leap for vaine delight^ 
And surbeat toes to tickle at the sight i 
As greedy T— ^ when in the sounding mould 
He finds a shining potshard tip'd with gold ; 
For never syren tempts the pleased eares^ 
As these the eye of fiiinting passengers. 
All is not so that seemes, for surely then 
Matrona should not \>t ^ cxsjvjjX^iwg^v 
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Smooth Chrysalus should not be rich with fhiudy 

Nor honest R be his own wife's bawd. 

Look not asquint, nor stride across the way 

Like some demurring Alcide to delay ; 

But walk on cheerly, till thou have espy'd 

St. Peter's finger at the church-yard side. 

But wilt thou needs, when thou art wam'd so weU, 

Go see who in so garish walls do dwell ? 

There findest thou some stately Dorick frame. 

Or neat lonick worke ; 

Like the vain bubble of Iberian pride. 

That over-croweth all the world beside. 

Which rear'd to raize the crazy monarch's fame^ 

Strives for a court and for a college name ; 

Yet nought within but lousy coules doth hold, 

like a scabb'd cuckow in a cage of gold. 

So pride iabove doth shade the shame below ; 

A golden periwig on a black-moor's brow. 

When Maevo's first page of his poesy, 

Nail'd to an hundred postes for novelty. 

With his big title an Italian mot, 

Layes siege unto the backward buyer's groat ; 

Which all within is drafty sluttish geere, 

JFit for the oven, or the kitchen fire. 

So this gay gate adds fuel to thy thought. 

That such proud piles were never rais'd for nought. 

Beat the broad gates, a goodly hollow sound 

With double echoes doth ag^n rebound ; 

But not a dog doth bark to welcome thee. 

Nor churlish porter canst thou chafing see : 

All dumb and silent, hke the dead of nig^t. 

Or dwelling of some sleepy Sybarite. 

The marble pavement hid wiih deseil 'Ti^^^t 

WJfh house-leek, thistle, dock, and\iWiAs«i>BL-^^^^' 
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TSiit if Ulou cbancc cast up thy woud'ring eyei, 

l^hoii shalt discern upon the frontispiece 

OTAHIS El 21 TO graven up on high, 

A fnigrocnt of old Plato's poesy : 

The meaning is, ** Sir Foole, ye may be gone, 

** Go back bv leave, for wav here lieth none.'' 

Look to the tow'red chimnies which should be 

The wind-pipes of good hospitality. 

Through which it brcathcth to the open aire, 

Delokening life, and liberal welfare; 

Lo ! there th' unthankful swallow takes her rest, 

And fills tlie tunnell with her circled nest; 

Nor liaJf that smoke from all bis chimnies goes • 

IVIiich one tobacco-pipe drives through his note. 

So raw-bone hunger scorns the mudded walls^ 

And 'g^ns to revel it in lordly halls. 

So the black prince is broken loose againe 

That saw no Sunne save once, (as stories faine,) 

That once was, when in Trinacry I weene 

He stole the daughter of the harvest queene. 

And gript the mawes of barren Sicily 

IViUi long constraint of pineful penur}'; 

And thcytliat should resist his second rage. 

Have pent themselves up in the private cage 

Of some blind lane, and there they lurk uuknowne 

Till ih' hungry tempest once be over-blowne: 

Then, like the coward after nciglibour's fray, 

Thoy creep forth boldlv, and ask, Where are thev ? 

Meanwliile the hunger-starv'd appurtenance 

Musi bide the brunt, whatever ill mischance : 

Grim Famine sits in their fore -pined face. 

All full of angles of unequal space, 

Like to Uic \>\aue o^ TC\ai\^'-i\«\fc^s'^\Mfi,'i^ 

7'hat wont be draww^ quX-Xjn ^t^xsv^X-ax* •, 
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So sharp and meager, that who should them see 
Would swear they lately came from Hungary. 
When their brasse pans and winter coverhd 
Have wip'd the maunger of the horse's bread. 
Oh me ! what odds there seemeth 'twixt their cheer 
And the swolne bezzle at an alehouse fire. 
That tonnes in gallons to his bursten paunch. 
Whose slimy draughts his drought can never 

staunch ? 
For shame, ye gallants ! g^w more hospital]. 
And turn your needlesse wardrobe to your hall. 
As lavish Virro that keeps open doores. 

Like Janus in the warres, ' 

Except the twelve days, or the wake-day feast. 
What time he needs must be his cousin's guest. 
Philene hath bid him, can he choose but come ? 
Who should pull Virro's sleeve to stay at home ? 
All yeare besides who me{d-time can attend : 
Come Trebius, welcome to the table's end. 
What though he chires on purer manchet's crowne. 
While his kind client grindes on blacke an^ browne, 
A jolly rounding of a whole foot broad. 
From off the mong-corne heap shall Trebius load. 
What though he quaffe pure amber in his bowle 
Of March-brew'd wheat, yet sleeks thy thirsting soul 
With palish oat, frothing in Boston clay. 
Or in a shallow cruise, nor must that stay 
Within thy reach, for fear of thy craz'd braine. 
But call and crave, and have thy cruise agsune : 
Else how should even tale be re^stred. 
Or all thy draughts, on tlie chalk'd barrel's head ? 
And if he list revive his heartless graiw^ 
With some French grape, or pux^ \iwv»riw\^\ 

Aa2 




xlkn* Unto tut M, 
^^^ U thy thirsting thuottA 

VlMt4H|ttlHWfe orvcth Ills wtlcoine tritoi 
Wtk m B^b M pHhticc from his ircnclier's end, 
Hnt ncMn^ lip hang; toirinl hia trcnctier nde ? 
Not Um Ub iai to tuke whu dotii betide ? 
Vbtt tho«|h to spare thy teetli he employi 111; 

tBagne 
In Im^ qHatibiifi all the dinner long I 
WM Aaogll the gcnmful waiter lookes uloJe, 
And pO«t»Md frowns, and curseth thee tbe while. 
And tBtol Mb farewell with a jealous eye. 
At enrj IMnc)! he bis lust sliaU see ? 
And If bntOM exceed the common size. 
Or mkka hi Ulock in thy cheeke ariie, 
Orif pCnAaMe tfaou sliuuMeat, ere thou wiK, 
Hold tl^ kinfe nprigtat in dtj griped Mt, 
Of Bttett dooMe on thj backward atti 
Or with tlune elbow shad'st tfa j dured mea^ 
He Uugiii thee, in his fellow** ekre, to scame. 
And atlu iload, where Trebius wai bora* t 
Though the third sewer t»kei thee qiut« a.mj 
Without a BtBJFc^ when thou would'tt hmger mf. 
What of aU this ? lit not enou^ to saj, . 
I din'd at Viiro lui owne board to da^ } 
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Tbe wtire should \m ^iikjc 'Ave ^ns^xtoafc. 
That sboota aturp (Sb1» o*\(i»<^*i«Krj'Sa*v 
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And wounds the blushing cheeke, and fiery eye, 
Of him that hears, and readeth guiltily. 
Ye antique satires, how I blesse your dayes, 
That brook'd your bolder style, their own dis- 
praise. 
And well near wish, yet joy my wish is vaine, 
I had been then, or they been now agidne ! 
For now our eares been of more brittle mold. 
Than those dull earthen eares that were of old : 
Sith theirs, like anvils, bore the hammer's head. 
Our glasse can never touch unshivered. 
But from the ashes of my quiet stile 
Henceforth may rise some raging rough Lucile, 
That may with ^schylus both find and leese 
The snaky tresses of th' Eumenides : 
Meanwhile, suiEceth me, the world may say 
That I these vices loath'd another day, 
Which I hane done with as devout a cheere 
As he that rounds PouPs pillars in the yeare, 
Or bends his ham downe in the naked quire. 
'Twas ever sidd, Frontine, and ever seene. 
That golden clerkes but wooden lawyers been. 
Could ever wise man wish, in g^od estate. 
The use of all things indiscriminate ? 
Who wots not yet how weU this did beseeme 
The learned master of the academe ? 
Plato is dead, and dead is his device, 
"Which some thought witty, none thought over wise. 
Yet Certes Mxcha is a Platonist 
To all, they say, save whoso do not list ; 
Because her husband, a far-trafick'd man, 
^ a profess'd Peripatecian. 
And BO our ^randsires were in agea paoX* 
TJmt let their lands lye all so widc\y v^wXe^ 
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That nothing^ was in pale or hedge ypent 
Within some province, or whole shire's extent. 
As Nature made the earth, so did it lie. 
Save for the furrowes of their husbandry ; 
Whenas the neighbour-lands so couched laync 
That all bore show of one fair champian : 
Some headlesse crosse they digged on their lea. 
Or roll'd some marked roeare-stone in the way. 
Poor simple men ! for what mought that availe. 
That my field might not fill my neighbour's payle. 
More tlian a pilled stick can stand in stead. 
To bar Cynedo from his neighbour's bed ; 
More than the thread-bare client's poverty 
Debars tli' attorney of his wonted fee ? 
If they were tliriftlessc, mought not we amend. 
And with more care our dangered fields defend? 
Each man can guard what thing he deemeth deare, 
As fearful merchants do their female heir, 
AVhich, were it not for pronusc of their wealth. 
Need not be stalled up for fear of stealth ; 
Would rather stick upon the bell-man's cries, 
Thouf^h profer'd for a bninded Indian's price. 
Then raise we muddy bulwarks on our banks, 
IJcset around with treble quick-set ranks j 
l)r if those walls be over weak a ward, 
The s(juared bricke may be a better guard. 
Go to, my tlirifty yeoman, ami upreare 
A brazen wall to shend thy land from fearc. 
Do SO; and I shall praise ihee all the whih;, 
So be thou stake not up the common stvle : 
So be thou hedge in nought but what's thine ownc; 
So be thou pay \\\\a\. \.^-W\t% \.^ uci^hboiir's done,- 
So he thou let i^ot We vcv iviJ^aNs' vN. ^Vi\wM 
riiat whicb was vjoivX \\^\<X>isviv^ ^'i ^xaitxr. 
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But when I see thy pitched stakes do stand 
On thy incroached piece of common land. 
Whiles thou discommonest thy neighbour's kyne, 
And wam'st that none feed on thy field save thine ; 
Brag no more, Scrobius, of thy mudded bankes, 
Nor thy deep ditches, nor three quickset rankes. 
O hi^py dayes of old Ducalion, 
"When one was landlord of the world alone ! 
But now whose choler would not rise to yield 
A peasant halfe-stakes of his new-mown field. 
Whiles yet he may ftot for the treble price 
Buy out the remnant of his royalties ? 
Go on, and thrive, my petty tyrant's pride, 
Scome thou to live, if others live beside ; 
And trace proud Castile, that aspires to be 
In his old age a young fifth monarchy : 
Or the red hat that cries the lucklesse mayne, 
For wealthy Thames to change his lowly Rhine. 



SATIRE IV* 

possum*, <117IA POSSE VIB£HTUR« 

ViLLius, the wealthy farmer, left his heire 

Twice twenty sterling pounds to spend by yeare : 

The neighbours praisen ViUio's hide-bound sonne. 

And say it was a goodly portion. 

Not knowing how some merchants dow'r can rise. 

By Sunday's tale to fifty centuries ; 

Or to weigh downe a leaden bride with g^ld. 

Worth all that Matho bought, or Pontice sold. 

But whiles ten pound goes to his ynfe*aT\fiW ^os^wR* 

Nor little lease csax serve to suit Yus ovme \ 
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"WhilM one jiieoe pigr> tor idle 

Or Irays M hoodob or tthrefu]iaiid]fl4< 

Chr htrca ft Mesdaod trotter* hdfe yitd deqi^ 

To dn^ liM toBbffdl tiboNiqgfa tke ftlifi^f CImi^ 
Or whilet he lideUi wilh two fevetiflf^ 

And 't treble nted at the nlMidiwf 

One end ft iKenael lMe|w of tiujfkkaa iMiiv^ 

What think ye reoto of all ny yotthkei^ pcmadi. 

To diet him, or deal out at Ida doon^ 

To coffer np^ or atocM hia Wmtfaig ilQf7 f 

If then I ledmn^d rights it Aoald §ppimm ^ 

That Ibrty poanda aorre not the ftiMr^ Adbrt* 
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SATIRE I. 

Semel Uuanhrimufl. 

Labeo reserves a long^ naile for the nonce, 

To wound my marg^nt through ten leaves at once. 

Much worse than Aristarchus his blacke pile 

That pierc'd old Homer's side ; 

And makes such faces, that me seems I see 

Some foul Megxra in the tragedy, 

Threat'ning her twined snakes at Tantale's ghost -, 

Or tlie grim visage of some frowning post 

The crabtree porter of the Guild-hall gates ; 

IVhile he his Rightful beetle elevates. 

His angry eyne look all so glaring bright, 

Like th' hunted badger in a moonlesse night : 

Or like a painted staring Saracen ! 

His cheeks change hue like th' air-fed rermin skin, 

Now red, now pale, and swol'n above his eyes 

Like to the old Colossian imageries. 

f ut when he doth of my recanting heare, 

Away, ye angry fires, and frosts of feare. 

Give place unto his hopeful temper'd thought. 

That yields to pesce, ere ever pc«c^t\>^ wi>\\g»x. . 
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Then let roe now fqient me of mjr nf« 
For writing Mtiret in lo righteoiit||g«. 
WhereM I ihoiild hare itiok'd htf tof^^MghmS, 
And ciT'd aMvin my Mtiret* itMdf 
Sith now not one ofthooimd dooe 
Wm nerer *ge I weene fo pure as ffala. 
As pure as old LabuUa from tlM Imm% 
As pure ss througli fidre chsnneb vb«n It 
As pure as is a bkck-moor^s Hmo tar iii|M 
As dung-etad ddn of dying Hetncnie. 
Secke orer all the world, and tell no m&Km 
Thou find'st a proud man, or a fltttcPMrt 
A thie( a drunkard, or a paridldef 
A lecher, liar, or what vice beside f 
Merchants are ao whh eoretoos of kl% 
Nor make no mart of time, gain oMMit* 
Patrons lire honest now, o'er thej of M, 
Can now no benefice be bought or sold? 
Give him a gilding, or some two yearea titlie» 
For he all bribes and limony defy'th. 
Is not one pick-thank stirring in the oourf^ 
That seld was free till now, by all report f 
But some one, like a claw-back parasite, 
Pick'd mothes from his master's cloke bi ai|^ 
Whiles he could pick out both his eyes for nnid, 
Mought they but stand him in some better stead* 
Nor now no more smell-feast Vitellio 
Smiles on his master for a meal or two» 
And lores him in his maw, loaths in hb heart. 
Yet soothes, and yeas and nays on either part. 
Tattelius, the new-come traveUer, 
With his disguised coato and ringed euw, 
Trampling the bourse's marble twice a day. 
Tolls noting but KUxVxra^ScAV^Kc^ni^Uwr ^ 
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Nor would he have them known for any thing", * 
Though all the vault of his loud murmxlr ring*. 
Not one man tells a lye of all the yeare. 
Except the Almaqack or the Chronicler. 
But not a man of all the damned crew, 
For hilb of gt)ld would sweare the thing untrue. 
Pansophus now, though all in the cold sweat. 
Dares venture through the feared castle-gtite, 
Albe the faithful oracles have foresayne. 
The wisest senator shall there be slaine : 
That made liim long keepe home, as well it might. 
Till now he hopeth of some wiser wight. 
The vale of Stand-gate, or the Suter's hill, 
Or westeme plaine, are free from feared ill. 
Let him that hath nought, feare nought T arcfed: 
But he that hath aught hye him, and God speed. 
Nor drunken Dennis doth, by breakc of day. 
Stumble into blind taverns by the way. 
And reel me homeward at the ev'ning starrc. 
Or ride more eas'ly in his neighbour's chayre. 
Well might these checks have fitted former times. 
And shoulder'd angry Skelton's breathlesse rhymes. 
Ere Chrysalus had barr'd the common boxe. 
Which erst he pick'd to store his private stocks; 
But now hath all with vantage paid againe, 
And locks and plates what doth behind reroaine ; 
When erst our dry-soul'd sires so lavish were, 
To charge whole boots-full to their friends welfare ; 
Now shalt thou never see the salt beset 
With a big-bellied gallon flagonet. 
Of an cbbe cruise must thirsty Sileri sip. 
That's all forestalled by his upper U^ •, 
Somewhat it was that made his psiuivcXv ^Ck -^^tw^. 
His girdle fell ten inches in a yewre. 
\OL. JV. w h 
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Or when old gouty bed-rid Euclio 
To his officious factor ha could show* 
His name in marg^nt of some old cast bill. 
And say, I<o ! whom I named in my will. 
Whiles he believes, and looking for the share 
Tendeth his cumbrous charge unth busy care 
For but a while ; for now he sure will die. 
By his strange qualme of liberality. 
Great thanks he g^ves — ^but God him shield and save 
From ever gaining by his master's gprave : 
Only live long, and he is well repaid. 
And wets his forced cheeks while thus he said ; 
Some strong-smell'd onion shall stir his eyes 
Ratlier than no salt teares shall then arise. 
So looks he like a marble toward raine. 
And wrings and snites, and weeps, and wipes again . 
Then turns his back and smiles, and looks askiinccr 
Seas'ning again his sorrow'd countenance ; 
Whiles yet he wearies Heav'n with daily cries. 
And backward deatli with devout sacrifice. 
That they would now his tedious ghost bereaWn, 
And wishes well, that wish'd no worse than Heav'n. 
When Zoylus was sicke, he knew not where. 
Save his wrought night-cap, and lawn pillowbcar. 
Kind fooles ! they made him sick tliat made him 
Take those away, and there's his medicine, [fine ; 
Or Gcllia wore a velvet mastick-patch 
Upon her temples when no tooth did ache ; 
When beauty was her rheume I soon espy'd. 
Nor could her plaister cure her of her pride. 
These vices were, but now they ceas'd off long : 
Then why did I a righteous age tliat wrong ? 
I would repent me were it not too late, 
Were not the angry vroxVd'^Teyx^c'A'e, 
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If all the seven penitential 
Or thousand white-wands mig^ht me aught availe ; 
If Trent or Thames could scoure my fbule offence 
And set me in my former innocence, 
I would at last repent me of my rage : 
Now, bear my wrong, I thine, O righteous age. 
As for fine wits, an hundred thousand fold 
Passeth our age whatever times of old. 
For in that puisne world, our sires of long 
Could hardly wag their too unwieldy tongue 
As pined crowes and parrots can do now. 
When hoary age did bend their wrinkled brow ; 
And now of late did many a learned man 
Serve thirty yeares prenticesliip with Priscian ; 
But now can every novice spcake with ease 
The far-fetchM language of th' antipodes. 
Would'st thou the tongues that erst were learned 

hight. 
rhough our wise age had wip'd them of their 

right; 
Would'st thou the courtly three in most request, 
Or the two barbarous neighbours of the west ? 
Bibinus selfe can have ten tongues in one. 
Though in all ten not one g^od tongue alone. 
And can deep skill lie smothering within. 
Whiles neither smoke nor flame discerned bin ^ 
Shall it not be a wild-fig in a wall, 
Or fired brimstone in a mineraU ? 
Do thou disdain, O ever-learned age ! 
The tonguc-ty'd silence of tliat Samian sage : 
Forth, ye fine wits, and rush into the presse, 
And for the cloyed world your works addrcssc 
Is not a gnat, nor fly, nor sccly aivl« 
But a ^nc wit can make an c\epWTv\.. 
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Hlioiihl I lam lei I'll throttle (lie m ithoul a umgf 

Or Adainaiitiiiii, my (1(% be laid along^ 

Dow lie ill tuiiiK* ditch without hiH cxcquieSt 

C)r f|>itA|ihN, or tiioiiriifiil (defficH ' 

Polly itNcir, and buldtmHiK! may be prhui'd» 

And «w(Tef coticeitH from filthy objcctn nu)*d. 

What do not tine wita dare to undertake f 

M'liflt flare not fine witM do for hotiour'a Mke^ 

Hut why doth lialbnit hiii deail-doiny <|iliU 

I'arch ill hiH njHty Mcahbard all the while ( 

IliN t^olficn fleece o'crgrowne witli mouldy hoarey 

An thou^fh he had hit witty worka fprawore ? 

Hrlikr of late now HalbuH hath no nccdf 

Nor now belike hin iihrinkin|f Hhoukien dread 

I'lii* csitrh-poirn fiMt — The prcMM: may itill reoMiac 

Anil brrathc, till Halbui be in debt againe. 

Hoon may that be ! mo I had ailrnt bueiie^ 

And not tlitiN nik*d up (piirt. rnnK^H unaccti. 

Hilfiirr ii( huf'-, when Hnyiii); .Hlirrel.h aore. 

And tiiakcH the Mirrcfl puddle Ht.ink the more. 

Sh.dl the cont roller of proud NcmcHiH 

In lawicsse rajyi: fipbraiil eiirli othi^r'a vice. 

While no niun Keekelli to relleel tint wroiiir. 

And eiirb the raung'e of Iuh miHrnly toDjipie * 

t\y the two tirowtun of I'arnaNNe ever-jfrccii, 

And by the rloven Inrad of llippocrciie 

Ah I iviw poet uoi, I here avow 

(Ho Holeninly kiHH'd he Iuh Inurell boufchj 

ff that, bold milire nnreven^ed he 

Tor tli'iH NO HMuey and foule injury. 

Sf) f/ibe.o wee.uH it. uiy eternal HJianie. 

To prove I never eaniM a po« t*H name. 

Hut wiiuld I be a poet if I mi^jlil, Luightf* 

7'o rub my \>r()>MCH \.\\v*ti; Au'^v-^ wwvV ^^'u.ke thref 
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And bite my nails, and scratch my dullard head. 
And curse the backward Muses on my bed 
About one peevish syllabic ; uhich out sought 
I take up Thales joy, save for fore-thought 
flow it shall please each alc-knight's censuring eye. 
And hanged my head for fear they deem awry : 
While thread-bare Martiall turns his merry note 
To beg of Rufus a cast winter-coate ; 
While hungry Marot leapeth at a beane. 
And dieth like a starved Capuchein ; 
Go, Ariost, and gape for what may fall 
From trencher of a flattering cardinal! ; 
And if thou gettest but a pedant's fee, 
'iliy bed, thy boards and coarser livery, 
O honour far beyond a brazen shrine. 
To sit with Tarleton on an ale-post's signe ! 
Who had but lived in Augustus' daycs, 
'T had been some honour to bu crown'd with bayes ; 
When Lucan stretched on his marble bed. 
To think of Caesar, and g^eat Pompey's deed : 
Or when Achelaus shav'd liis mourning head. 
Soon as he heard Stesichorus was dead. 
At least, would some g^od body of the rest 
Set a g^ld pen on their baye-wrcathed crest : 
Or would their face in stamped coin expresse, 
As did the Mytelens their poetesse. 
Now as it is, beshrew him if he might, 
That would his browcs witli Caesar's laurell dight. 
Though what ail'd me, I might not well as they 
Rake up some forwome tales that smother'd lay 
In chimney comers smoak'd with winter fires. 
To read and rock asleep our drowsy sires ? 
No man his threshold better knowea, tbaxi V 
Brute's first amval, and ftrtt victory ; 

Bb2 
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8L 0«Mf>'t HmU. or U« ct oi k (/ Uoa^ 

Arthur*! rMwl boarc!. or Cakdoniu troaj^ 
Or holf iNrttlM dT Md dutUtBtilft 
Wlut wens h'wknigbu did Silea'i MCf* , 
Haw Dm iMd n^ of foire Aii(elk« - 
Ww phf lick'd front the ficW'tapd pinwljw, 
HIgli Morict they, wlikh wUb'lWr MraKte it^te 
tbtrc tiTcn FnwlM't browl rtbeani) ^M*^ 
Bnt M to fill up bpoki, both back* "W «(W 
Wlwt ncedi it I Are there not e»qw frrri|fi I 
O ^C wen tbriran and well I"'milui< . 
When each man lulb • Mu* ^.iFiM'^iiriutt : 
And (be, Uke ta mdm Mnib < urc-liwir'ii iluvr, 
Muitpbyandiiiigirtcnanil nliui he'd hava! 
Would tbrt were ell— Mull luuli in mimbRr IJciv • 
Were not the feuv trma wbcncr ii nlioulJ wiie. 
But can it he aught but a *purioui Mcd 
That ffrowc* >o rife in micIi unlikely ap«cd / 
Hitli Puntian left hii barren wife at boiue. 
And Npe»t two yeara^ Venice and at Bmne, 
Ucturneil, bean hii bleuin^ wli'd of three, 
€rii.-R otil, " Julian law '. adultery !" 
Thougli Labeo rcachc* riglit (who can deny I) 
The true atraina of hcroick pucay g 
Far he can tell how fit; reA hii aenae, 
And Vhtabua ftll'd him witli intelligence. 
He cun implore the heathen dcitic* 
To guide Ilia bold and buiy cnterpriie t 
Or filch whole page* at a clap fbr need 
From honeat Petrarch, clail in Kngliah weed j 
IVbilc big bul oK'i .' each atanza can begin, 
Whoac tnink and taile «liittj*h and heartleaac b^ en. 
He knowca the grace of tliat new clefpuicc, 

Which ■We«tV)u)iMd«^^^'<i'A^MwfIwa,1t«Jg(;e, 
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'J'hat well bcsccm'd his high-stilM Arcady> 
Though others inarre it with mucli liberty. 
In epithets to joiac two wordes in one 
Forsooth, for adjectives ean't stand alone : 
As a ^rcat poet could of Bacclius say, 
That he was Semelt-femori-^^ia. 
I^astly lie names tlic spirit of Astrophel; 
Now hath not I^beo done wondrous well? 
Ihit ere his Muse her weapon learn to wield. 
Or dance a sober pirrhicke in tlic field, 
Or marching wade in blood up to the knees, 
|ier arma i^mm goes by two degrees, 
The shccpe-cote first hath beene her nurser)- 
Where she hatli wome her idle infancy^ 
And in liigh startups walk'd the pastured plaincs, 
To tend lier tasked herd that there remaines, 
And winded still a pipe of oate or brcarc, 
Striving for wages who the praise shall beare ; 
As did whilere the homely CarmeHte, 
Following Virgil, and he Theocrite ; 
Or else hath beene in Venus chamber train'd 
To play with Cupid, till she had attain*d 
To comment well upon a beauteous face, 
Then was slie fit for an heroick place ; 
As witty Pontan in great earnest said. 
His ntistress' breasts were like two weights of lead. 
Another thinks her teeth might hken'd be 
To two faire rankes of pales of ivory, 
To fence in sure the wild beast of her tongue. 
From either g^ing far, or g^ing wrong ; 
Her grinders hke two chalk-stones in a mill, 
Which shall with time and wearing waxe as ill 
As old Catillaes, which wont every night 
Lay up hvr holy pegs till next v\i^\-\\^\\. 



And with them grind MfUbnpfinf all the dij, 
Wben» kit lier Ingliter dMNild h&t gnm b«wnf» 
Her handi muft hide her nMwUi Wth^ hut inOet 
Vnn would the teem all IHxe and IMielw itilL 
Her forehead fldre if like a brasen hill^ 
Whose wrinlcled ftirrowi* whifih her age daCh bnetl 
Are dawbed ftill of Vei^ chalke ibr ae«d i 
Her eyes like iUNrer laiieera Aire beoet 
With ahbdnf amber, and with ilia^r tet^ 
Her lida lilce Cupid'a bow eaae^ whm he hidaa 
Tlie weapoQi that doth wound the vmoii-aj'd:' 
Her chin like Pindu% or PamaiMia hillL (iB 

Where down daaeenda th' o'erflowbi|r itMrndodi 
The well of her fidre mouth.^— KarhhetfahiapHfat 
Who would not but wed poeti now a dagrea ! 
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LIFE OF STIRLING. 



William ALEXANDKK, the Earl of Stirllng^, 
was bom about the year 1580. In his fifteenth year, 
he became the enthusiastic admirer of a lady, 
whose real name has never reached us; and, 
though she appears to have been little moved by 
his solicitations, and though he travelled on thtt 
continent, for some time, as tutor to the Earl of 
Argyle, his flame was not abated, on his return, 
ana he retired from the world, to ease his heart by 
writing sonnets. At length, the lady was married 
to another ; and Alexander, not long after, found 
more effectual relief, by obtuning the hand of 
Janet, the daughter and heiress of Sir William 
Erskine. 

He now appeared as a private gentleman, at the 
palace of James VI.; but, instead of employing his 
time in the hght amusements of a court, he began 
the composition of prolix tragedies upon the vanity 
of power, and the burthen of wealth. Darius, 
Crmwutj Alexander^ and JuUtu Caesar, were sum- 
moned to inculcate these truths; and so greath 
was James delighted with his * monarchic trage- 
dies,' that he called the author his philosophical 
e>et, and made him gentlemaxxAi&VieT \o \»& ^^'^^ 
enry, Hia next ainbi^oiv wa^ \o \>«i ^ ^nvwc 




^^' 



poet; Aiul»iii 1614, hbimnieiiie poem of . 
was pubfiihed, in qduUs both «t EdU 
LondOD. The king now appointed hte wStbBi if 
requesta, and conferred on mm the oiderof M|kU 
hood. 

Alexander had atiU aome ughta upon die fte- 
aent world ; and, reaoH ui plairt a c6kmf ia 

Nova Bcotiat J^a^Maviade ' ^•■'■"Lf' ^ P*** 
vince, on the l^tat if ^p% tm. Ion* But ^ 
fawt years of tlua kinr were —it pwa i tl o u a to aodi 
undertakinga; and, uougfa r miHonia ilk 1639b 
attempted to gun the eo-cn Boa of Urn oooatiy^ 
men, by a pamphlet, enjdtlw An MBmemHmmtmtttt fi 
C9imdmt it waa not il the accearion oT Charidb. 
that the aeheme '"^ utttritar. . Ite Mir 
monaroh €oiiatitiku» tv ilaa»: JUHfegbnMit rf 
Nova Seotiai aod crimcu aii. ofdett.of MO biM* 
neta, whoae dignity waa to bo hereAtanV «id vfto 
were each to possess a liberal apporttooanoat <f 
lands. Several attempts were made to conr tlia 

f)rojcGt into execution ; but, for reaaoiia» wbica we 
lave never seen developed, it finally prayed abo^ 
tive, and our author parted with hia ahare of tltf 
province. In 1626, he was i^pointed aecretaiyof 
state for Scotland ; created, in 1630^ a peer of the 
same kingdom, with the at^le of Viacount Canada, 
l^rd Alexander of Menstrie; and waa advanced, 
three years after, to the title of the Barl of Sti^ 
ling, lie died the 13th of February, 1640. 

AH that can be said in praise of Stiriing^a poetiy, 
is, that it furnishes some of the earlieat iqpeoimens 
of smooth versification in language. He haa no- 
thing, which strikes the imagination, or warma die 
heart ; and we read on, in a smooth and even ooone^ 
without knowing either why we ahoold atop, or 
why wc should proceed. Doonudaif, perhapa^ mmt 
be excepted. A few g^acefhl linea mi^nbo rea4 
even though the matter b^ dull ; but' who can tole- 
rate 13,000 ? 
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Besides his poetry, Stirling wrote, among' other 
prose works, a Bnef Relation of the discovery and 
plantation of New England, in 1622; and, in 1630, 
a Map and Description of the same province, with 
a discourse of the colonies. 
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AVRORA 



AVRORA. 



SONET. 

"Whil'st chanmng fancies moue me to reueale 
The idle rauings of my brain^sicke youth. 
My heart doth pant within, to heare my mouth 
Vnfold the follies which it would conceale : 
Yet bitter critickes may mistake my mind ; 
*Not beautie, no, but vertue rais'd my fires, 
Whose sacred flame did cherish chast denres, 
And through my cloudie fortune clearely shin'd. 
But had not others otherwise aduis'd. 
My cabinet should yet these scroles containe. 
This childish birth of a conceitie braine. 
Which I had still as trifling toyes despis'd : 
Pardon those errours of mine vnripe age ; 
My tender Muse by time may grow more sage 



SONG. 



O WOULD to God a way were found. 
That by some secret sympathie vnknowne, 

My fidre my fancie's depth iiug;Yil WMUlii, 
And know my state as clearely «&\k!a 0*^1^^ . 

Cc2 






306 wtaojum. 

Tben Uett^ mott bleit were U 
No douht beneath the due 

I were the htppieat wight: 
For if my atste they knew. 
It mthkiie rockes would nut. 

And mend me %l they Miigfat. 

But as the babe before the waiid; . 
Whoae ftnHleiae i»rt hia jiareBti win Mt tmit^ 

For Yeiy feare doth titnbfing atud. 
And qoalcea to apceke although hia cane be hUL'. 
So aet before hct Ikce^ 
' Thouglft bent to pleade fol* ginoe^ 
IwotnothowIfoBe: 
Yet mlnfinlp to a^r mndhy 
That atiing I nener tomdiy 
But stand diamidd and pale. 

The deepest riuers make least £n. 
The silent soule doth most abound in care : 

Then might my brest be read within^ ' * 
A thousand vohunes would be written there. 
Might ttlence show my mind, 
Sighes tell how I were pin'd. 
Or lookes my woes relate ; 
Tlien any pregnant wit, 
I'bat well remarked it. 
Would soone disceme my state. 

No fauour yet my faire aflToords, 
But looking haughtie, though with humble eyes, 

Doth quite confound my staggering wcwda ; 
And as not spyVn^ V\¥8X.Wi»^N«V»RtoL*he spies^ 
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A mirror makes cime. 
Where she her selfe may see : 

And what she brings to passe. 
I tremblingc too for feare, 
Moue neither eye nor eare» 

As if I were her glasse. 

Whilst in this manner I remaine, 
TJke^o the statue of some one that's dead^ 

Strange tyrants in my bosome raigne, 
A field of fiincies fights within my head : 
Yet if the tongue were true. 
We boldly might pursue 
That diamantine hart. 
But when that it's restrained. 
As doom'd to be disdain'd. 
My sighes show how I smart. 

No wonder then although I wracke, 
By them betrayed in whom I did confide, 
.., Since tongue, heart, eyes, and all gaue backc, 
She iustly may my childishnesse deride. 
Yet that which I conceale. 
May seme for to reueale 

My feruencie in loue. 
My passions were too g^reat. 
For words t' ezpresse my state, 
As to my painea I proue. 

Oft those that do deserue disdaine. 
For forging fancies get the best reward : 

Where I who feele what they do faine. 
For too much loue am had in no te^ue^. 



30t 

BdMld bj pRMlb we 
llie gilluit liiinig ftee, 

tti fimcies doCh ttzlaid : 
Wlmre be thit is«KcmM^ 
Bibi*d wi^ icipcicti ilmdi <1dbmp#j" 

8tin feniiig to oficBd. 

My bMhfbtaieMe wbcB ibe bcboU^ 

Or »tber my affectkm out of bondi^ » 

Aldioiigh my five nrf flite TolbUi^ 
And u my bew diKoacn bidden i r ainiii : 
Tet ieaetinip it my we^ 
Sbe doubte if it be Mi 

At tbe ooold not conoehie it. - 
Tluf giieoet me moet ef ftl^ 
Sbe triompbs in myftU, 
Not teeming to perceiue it. 

llien fldnce in vaine I pbdnts impart 
To scornfull eares, in a contemned scroiile ; 

And nnce my toung betrayes my hart. 
And cannot tell the ang^uish of my soule : 
Hencefoorth I'le hide my loMes^ 
And not recompt the croases 

That do my ioyes orethrow : 
At least to senselesse things. 
Mounts, vales, woods, flouds, and ^rings, 
I shall them onely show. 

Ah vnafFected lines. 

True models of my heart. 

The world may aee, that in you shines 

The power of paaaaoTitMStfe^civw\, 
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SONET. 



Htge hosts of thoughts imbattled in my breast, 
Are euer bu»ed with intestine warres. 
And like to Cadmus earth-borne troupes at iarres, 
Haue spoil'd my soule of peace, themselues of rest. 
Thus forc'd to reape such seed as I haue sowne, 
I (haningc interest in this doubtfull''strife) 
Hope much, feare more, doubt most, vnhappie life. 
What euer side preuaile, I'm still orethrowne : ^ 

neither life nor death ! 6 both, but bad 
ImparadizM, whiles in mine owne conceit. 
My fancies straight againe imbroyle my state. 
And in a moment make me glad and sad. * 
Thus neither yeelding quite to this nor that, 

1 liue, I die, I do I wot not what. 



SONET. 



The thoughts of those I cannot but disproue, 

Who basely lost their thraldome must bemone : 

I scorne to yeeld my selfe to such a one. 

Whose birth and vertue is not worth my louc. 

No, since it is my fortune to be thrall, 

I must be fettred with a golden band ; 

And if I die. Tie die by Hector's hand: 

So may the victor's fame excuse my fall ; 

And if by any meanes I must be bUnd, 

Then it shall be by g^ing on the Sunne ; 

Oft by those meanes the greatest haue been wonne, 

Who must like best of such a generous mind : 

At least by this I haue allow'd of fvoie) 

Much honour if I winne, if lose, no i^isive. 



ilO mULinu. 



ELEGIK. 



I.KT not ihc world bclccnc th* acciuiing of my fate 
TcihIb to allure it to condole with mc my tngick 

state : 
Nor that I hauc tent foorth these stomiie tetrcs of 

rage, 
Bo by disburdening of my brcst, my florrowcs to atf* 

swage. 
No, no, that scnics for nought, f craue no Mich re- 

licfe, 
Nor will I yield that any shcnild be partners of my 

griefc. 
My fantasie to feed I only spend those tearcs : 
My plaints pleiiHn mc, no musirkc Hounds so sweetly 

in my rarrn, 
I wihIi lliftt from my birth I hud arqnainted bene 
Still with minhapH, and ncucr had but woes and 

horronrs scene : 
'I'hcn ignorant of ioycs, lamenting as I do. 
As thinking all men dirl the like, I might content 

me too. 
ihit ah, my fate was worse : for it (as in a glasse) 
HhowM mc, through httle blinkcs of blisse, the state 

wherein I was. 
Which vnperfcctcd ioyes, scarce constant for an 

hourc, 
Was like but to a watric Sunne, that shines bcfor<( 

a shot! re. 
For if I eucr thought or rather drcam'd of ioycs» 
rtiaf litle lightning but foreshowM a thunder of an- 

;u)ycs : 
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It WAS but like the fruit that Tantalus torments. 
Which while he sees, and nought attains, his hun« 

ger but augments. 
For so the shadow of that but imagin'd mirth, 
Cal'd all the crosses to record, I sufTer'd since my 

birth, 
'Whicli are to be bewail'd, but hard to be redrest : 
Whose strange efl'ects may well be felt, but cannot 

be exprest. 
ludge what the feeling was, when tliinking on things 

past, 
I tremble at the torment yet, and stand a time agast. 
Yet do I not repent, but will with patience pine : 
For though I moume, I murmv^e not, like men that 

do repine. 
I graunt I waile my lot, yet I approue her will ; 
What my soule's oracle thinkes gt>od, I neuer shall 

thinke ill. 
If I had onely sought a salue to ease my paines. 
Long since I had bewail'd my lot alongst th' £ly- 

sian plaines : 
Yet mind I not in this selfe-louer-like to die, 
As one that car'd not for her losse, so I my selfe 

were free. 
No, may ten nights* annoyes make her one night 

secure, 
A day of dolors vnto her a moment's mirth procure : 
Or may a yeare's laments reioyce her halfe an houre, 
May seuen years' sorrows make her glad, I shal not 

think tliem sourc. 
And if she do delight to hcare of my disease, 
Then 6 blest I, who so may haue th' occasion her 

to please : 



?ii 
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For now the cause I liue, is not for loae of Me, 
Hut onely for to honour her that holds ne in this 

strife. 
And ere those vowes I make do vnperfonnM escape, 
'I'his world shal once ag^nc renuerst resume her 

shapelesse sliape. 
But what, what hauc I vowM ! my passions were too 

strong. 
As if the mildest of the world delighted to do 

wrong: 
As she whom I adore with so deuotc a mind. 
Could rest content to see me sterue, be glad to see 

me pin'd. 
Nu, no, she wailes my state, and would appease my 

cares, 
Y(*t intcrdited to the Fates, confomtes her will to 

theirs. 
Then 6 vnhappic man, wliom cucn thy saint would 

saue, 
\nd vt-'l thy crucll destinic dolh damne thee to the 

jifraue. 
Tills sentence then niay seme tor to confound my 

feares, 
Wliy burst I not my brcst with slglis, and drownc 

mine eyes with tears ? 
All, I haue mourn'd so mucli, tliat I may mouni nO 

more. 
My miseries passe numbring now, plaints perish in 

their store. 
'J'hc meanes t' vnlode my brest dotli quite begin to 

faile ; 
For being dvuuke v;\\.\i \.oo much dole, 1 wot not 

how to waWc. 
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And since I want a way my anguish to reueale, 
Offeree contented with my Fate, I'le suffer and 

concealed 
And for to vse the world, euen as my loue vs'd me, 
I'le vse a countenance like to one, whose mind from 

grief were free. 
For when she did disdune, she show'd a smiling 

face, 
Euen then when she denounc'd my death, she 

seem'd to promise grace. 
So shall I seeme in show my thoughts for to re- 
pose. 
Yet in the center of my soule shall shroud a world 

of woes : 
Then wofiill breat and eyes your restlesse course 

controule. 
And with no outward signes betray the anguish of 

my soule. 
Eyes, raine your shoures within, arrowze the Eartli 

no more. 
Passe drowne with a deluge of teares the brest ye 

burnt before ; 
Brest, arme your selfe with mghes, if ore weake to 

defend. 
Then perish by youi* proper fires, and make an 

honest end. 
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.U4 BTIRLllfO. 



SONET. 



O IP thou kncw'ttt how thou thy selfe dost harmc. 
And (lost prciudge thy blisse, and spoilc my rest: 
'J'hen thou would'st melt the yce out of thy brest, 
And thy relenting heart would kindly warme. 
O if thy pride did not our ioyci controiilc. 
What world of louing wonders should'st thou tee ! 
For if I saw thee once trausformM in mc^ 
Then in thy bosomc I would poure my soulc, 
'i1ien all thy thoughts should in my visage shine. 
And if that aught mischanc'd, thou should'st not 

mone, 
Nor bcarc the burthen of thy griefes alone ; 
Xo, I would haue my shHre in what were thine. 
\n(l wlul'st wc thus should make our sorrowes one, 
This ljai)pic liarmonic would make them none 
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What vncouth motion makes my mirth decay r 
Is this the thing poore martyr'd men call loue ? 
And whil'st their torment doth their wits dismay. 
As those that rauc, do for a god approue ? 
Although he bring his greatncsse from aboue, 
And rule the world according to his will. 
Yet doth he cuen from those all rest remouc. 
That were deuoted to his dcitic still. 
Can tliat which is Ih* originall of ill, 
yrom which dotl\ fVow ?it\ or^i^w ^^ rnvM^wv^iSR. 
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Whose poysnous waues doth many thousands kill. 
Can that be loue P no, 'tis the source of griefe. 
And all those erre that hold this vaine conceit ; 
Then I erre too, one in this same estate. 
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When as 1 come to thy respected sight, 

Thy lookcs are all so chaste, thy words so graue. 

That my affections do the foilc receauc. 

And like to darknes yeeld Tnto the light ; 

Still vertue holds the ballance of tliy wit, 

In which great reason ponders euery thought. 

And thou, deare ladic, neuer staind in ought, 

Thus ore thy selfe dost as an emprcsse sit. 

O what is beautic if not free from blame. 

It hath tlie soule as white as is the skinne, 

The frotli of vanitie, tlie drcgfs of sinne, 

A wracke to others, to it sclfc a shame ; 

And as it is most precious if kept pure. 

It is as much abhorr'd if once impure. 
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Lo now reuiuing my disast'rous stile, 

I prosecute the tenour of my fate, 

\nd follow forth at danger's highest rate. 

In forrainc realmea my foTl\xtv<^ ^ot %^>Ki\^ \ 



ol6 STIRLIJTG. 

I might baue learn'd this by my last eule» 

That change of countries cannot change my state 

Where euer that my bodie seeke a seatc, 

1 leaue my heart in Albion's glorious vie ; 

And since then banisht from a louely sight, 

I maried haue my mind to sad conceits. 

Though to the fuithest part that fame dilates,, 

I might on Pegasus addresse my flight ; 

Yet should I still whilst I might breath or moue, 

Rcmaine the monster of mishap and loue. 
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Oft haue I heard, which now I must deny, 
'I'hat nought can last if that it be extreame; 
Times dayly change, and we likewise in them, 
Things out of sight do straight forgotten die : 
There nothing is more vehement than loue. 
And yet I bume, and burne still with one flame. 
Times oft haue changed, yet I remaine the same, 
Nought from my mind her image can remoue : 
The greatnessc of my loue aspires to ruth, 
Time vowcs to crowne my coiistancie in th' end, 
And absence doth mv fancies but exteiivl ; 
Thus I perceiuc the poet spake thj truth, 
That who to sec strange countries were inclinM, 
Might chaui^'e the aire, but neucr change the minJ. 
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i WOT not what strange things I haue desig^'d. 
But all my gestures do presage no good ; 
My lookes are- gastly-like, thoughts are my food, 
A silent pausing showes my troubled mind : 
Huge hosts of thoughts are mustring in my brest, 
Whose strongest are conducted by despaire, 
Which haue inuolu'd my hopes in such jk snare. 
That I by death would seeke an endles rest. 
What fiirie in my brest strange cares enroules 
And in the same would reare steme Plutoe's seate ! 
Go get you hence to the Tartarian gate. 
And breed such terrours in the damned soules : 
Too many grieuous plagues my state eztorse. 
Though apprehended horrours host not worse. 
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I HOPS, I feare, resolu'd, and yet I doubt, 
I'm cold as yce, and yet I bume as fire ; 
I wot not what, and yet I much desire. 
And trembling too, am desperately stout : 
Though melancholious wonders I deuise. 
And compare much, yet nothing can embrace ; 
And walke ore all, yet stand still in one place. 
And bound on th' Earth, do soare aboue the skies 
I beg for life, and yet I bray for death. 
And haue a mig^tie courage, yet dispure ; 
I euer muse, yet am without aU eaxe. 
And about idoad, yet neuer «tmu« isv^ Vyitai^* 

1>d2 
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I cliMige M oft M any wind can do, 
Yrt for all tbb am ctier constant too. 
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yon vycn that arc deliiiftr'd of their birth. 

And heart* that can coniphii nc, none needs to care 

I pitic not their lighcM Uiat pierce the ayrc» 

To weepc at will were a dcgrr:*-. of mirth : 

Hut he (ay me) ii to be pitied mont, 

Whofie Horrowe* hatie attainM to that degree, 

That they are paft cxpreitfing, and can be 

Oncdy imaginM by a man tliat'wloNt. 

'J*h<* learc-t that would burnt out yet are reatrainM, 

Til* impriMoriM pluintN tliul P'-HhIi without fame, 

SijfliH fomiM uiid HnjoothrtrM c-rc ll»«*y get a nanu*, 

Tlumc to he pitied arc (6 jcricIV: viifuiiiM) 

WhiNt h'h^Ui'h the voice, the voice the Mighn ron- 

fouinU, 
Then tcarcM niarre both, and all arc out of boundv 
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PiiK mowt refreshing waters come from rocke«. 
Home l»itt<:r rootttn oft Hc;nd foorth riaintic flowren, 
The growing gnretiew are clieriHiied with Mhowren, 
And pIcaHant Htcmmen spring from deformed 
Ntuekcu 
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The hardest hils do feed the fairest flockes ; 

All greatest sweetes were sugred first with sowres. 

The headlesse course of vncontroUed houres. 

To all difficulties a way vnlockes. 

I hope to haue an Heauen within thine armes, 

And quiet calmes when all these stormes are past, 

Which coming vnexpected at the last, 

May burie in obhuion by-gone harmes. 

To suffer first, to sorrow, sigh, and smart, 

Endeeres the conquest of a cruell hart 



AN ECCHO. 

Ah ! wiU no soule giue eare vnto my mone P one 

Who answers thus so kindly when I crie ? J 

What fostred thee that pities my despaire ? aire 
lliou blabbing g^est, what know^st thou of 

my fall ? all 

What did I when I first my Mre disclosed ? loa'd 
Where was my reason, Uiat it would not 

doubt ? ous 

What canst thou tell me of my ladle's will P ill 

Wherewith can she acquit my loyall part P arc 

What hath she then with me to disaguise P agidae 
What haue I done, ^nce she gainst loue 

repin'd P pirCd 

What did I when I her to life prefer'd ? er*d 
What did mine eyes, whilst she my heart 

restrained ? rain*d 
What did she whil'st my Muse her praise 

proclaim'd ? claim'<i 

And whatP and how P this do\]h m^ iimk^ 

jiffnght of T^8>**^ 
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Whstif I MMme toller ^gme? • ' - «f«few 

Bat iduHt Aing win belt aerae f MMf«f» > 

deiite? '.#• 

AndwIietwilltenietonltigMteiiqrngtt? .^|v 
I pee the Siduie beginft for to detoead. 
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Bkau comfbtt nuglit mgr beaUiM hopes xwnib 
When whiles mj doinlie fiwfe I aghtiif aeei 
If I could dlllike tlui one wete died ft^ ve^ 
It were a |;aeidon great enough te dl I 
Or would file let one te«e of inttie ftIL ) • . . r 
That seem'd dumist from a remorMlhn[c9«^ 
I could content my selfe vngrieu'^ tadi<Bt * 
And nothing might my constancie appalL 
The onely sound of that sweet word of loue, 
Prest 'twixt those lips that do my doome container 
Were I imbark'd, might bring me backe againe 
From death to hfe, and make me breathe and mooe. 
Strange cmeltie, that neuer can afford , 

80 much as once one sigh, one teare, one word. 
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LsT others of the world's decaying tell, 

1 enuy not thoBe of the golden age. 

That did their c«reVe«s^^^\i^\2&^^'tT«avy^t engage. 

But, cloy'd mtiv %Bl ^t5a^Xa>>KW^^^wsL^«A.^'e^N 
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And as for me, I mind t* applaud my fate ; 
Though I was long in comming to the light, 
Yet may I mount to fortune's highest height. 
So great a gt>od could neuer come too late ; 
Vm glad that it was not my chance to Hue, 
Till as that heauenly creature first was borne, 
Who R8 an angell doth tlie Earth adorne. 
And buried vertue in the tombe reuiue : 
For vice ouerflowes tlie world with such a flood, 
T^at in it all, saue she, there is no good. 
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All that behold me on thy bcautie's shelfe. 
To cast my selfc away toss'd witli conceit. 
Since thou wilt haue no pitie of my state. 
Would that 1 tooke some pitie of my selfe: 
" For what," say they, ** though she disdainc to bow. 
And takes a pleasure for to sec thee sad. 
Yet there be many a one that would be glad. 
To host themselves of such a one as thou.'* 
But, ah, their rounsell of small knowledge sauours, 
For O, poore fooles, they see not what I sec, 
Thv frow'ncs are sweeter tlian their smiles can be. 
The worat of thy disdaines worth all their &iiours • 
I rather (dearc) of thine one looke to haue. 
Then of another all that 1 would crauc. 



32'J iiTiBLiiro. 
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Im silent horrount here, where ncucr mirth remaiiie% 
I do retire my sclfe apart, as rage and griefe coo- 

straines : 
80 may I sigh vnknowne, whilst other comfort faiki^ 
An infranchised citizen of solitarie vales ; [pletie, 
Her prluiU'dge to plain, since nought but pluntscsi 
My sad conce]>tions I disclose, diseased at my ewe. 
No barren pitic here my paHsions doth increase, 
Nor no dctracter here resorts, deriding my distresse: 
But wand'ring through the world, a vagabondinff 

(;u<st, [reft, 

Acquiring most contentment then when I am reft of 
A^nst those froward fates, that did my hlitte con- 

trouh", [my soute. 

I thunder forth a thousand threats in th' anguish of 
Ami h), lunaticke-likc (h) dash on eucry shelfe, 
And conuocatc a court of cares for to condcmne my 

h(;lfe ; 
My fancies, which in end time doth funtasticke try, 
1 figure forth essentially in all the objects by ; 
In cuery corner where my recklcsse eye rcpaircn, 
I reade great volumes of mishaps, memorials of 

despaires : 
All thinj»-s that I behold vpbraid me my estate. 
And oft 1 blush within my brest, asliamM of ray 

conceit, [winds* 

Those branches broken downo with mercy-wanting 
Obiectme my deicctcd state, that grcattT fury finds: 
Their winter-lxatcn weed dispcrst vpon the plaine, 
Are like to my renovmccd hopes, all scattred with 

disdaine. 
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Lo, Wond'ring at my state, the strongest torrent 

stayes. 
And turning and returning oft, Would scome my 

crooked wayes^ 
In end I find my fkte ouer all before my fade^ 
Enregistred eternally in th' annales of di^^ce. 
Those crosses out of count mi^t make the rockes 

to riue, [striue i 

That this small remanent of life for to extinguish 
And yet my rockie heart so hardned with mishaps. 
Now by no meanes can be commou'd, not with loue^s 

thunder claps : 
But in hug^ woes inuolu'd with intricating art. 
Surcharged with sorrowes I succomb, and senslesly 

do smart ; 
And in thia labyrinth exil'd from all repose^ 
I consecrate this cursed corpes a sacrifice to woes : 
Whilst many a furious plaint my smoaking breast 

shall breath, 
EcClips'd with many a cloudie thought, ag^g^eu'd 

vnto the death : 
With th' eccho plac'd beside some solitary sourse^ 
Disastrous accidents shall be the g^round of our dis- 
course. 
Her maimed words shal show how my hurt heart 

half dies, 
Consum'd with corrosiues of care, caraotred in mine 

eyes. [spects, 

My Muse shall now no more, transported with re^ 
Exalt that euill deseruing one as fancie still directs s 
Nor yet no partiall pen shall spot lier spotlesse fame, 
Vnhonestly dishonoring an honorable name. 
But I shall sadly sing, too tragickliy VneXiT?^ \mviA.* 
Some subiect sympatlnzmg wVtbi iwy ii«;\MasXi<:5i««» 



1 



Kor will 1 mow describe my d»yly 'Imutlr "I 
My piblikr n-niDga, my priuatc^ wfiu, tnwIuclcH 

loiM and life ; [toil 

Thut would but rcxp the world for to ostcud ' 
In paintiB^ forth particularly niy many femurs 

loiln. 
N<H ■one ill DfieciaU I purpogc !□ bewray, [ 

Btrt on* !«i nil, and hII be one, I inliui to moiime 
WW hang iueily s-eig-h'd, the leut that I lamcnl 
Btriwnu-* iitdeed to he bi^wnifil, til Ih* vaeoC 

eye» be spent i 
And wncp I ilioiild tbe leajt pcrpL-tuaUy ilcpIoN 
Tlir DUKtif^n, Ihotigli manii-'iluuH, cHn be bcmoi 
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Lobs time f did tby cnicJtiei deteit. 
And bbz'd thy ngour in a tbotinnd tinea : 
But itow tiiNNgbmy coinpkint» tlty vi»tue abin 
That wu but working all Aiag* foo tb« beats . 
Thou of n>y rash affections hcld'M the nine% 
Ani apying dangetwui aparkea come fnmi n^.Si 
Didst wisely temper my enflain'd deaiTe% 
With some chaste fauoura, mixt w tth sweet '<'»d"fi 
And when thou saw'st I did all hope deapiae. 
And look'd Uke one that wrestled with deap^fe, 
Then of my safetie thy esceeding care, 
Hiow'd that 1 kept thine heart, thou but thine ^i 
For whilst thy reason did thy finciea tame, 
I Mw the nao^, «lAwni^>W>i^ii^:i«.thn flHW. 
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AwAKB, my Muse* and leaue to dreame of louesy 
Shake ofF soft fancie's chaines, I must be free, 
I'le perch no more vpon the mirtle tree. 
Nor gUde through th' aire with beautie's sacred 

doues; 
But with loue's stately bird lie leaue my neat» 
And trie my sight against ApoUoe's raies : 
Then if that aught my Tent'roua course dismaie^ 
Vpon the ohue's boughes Tie light and rest : 
Fie tune my accents to a trumpet now. 
And seeke the laurell in another field. 
Thus I, that once, as beautie meanes did yeeld. 
Did diuers garments on my thoughts bestow : 
Like Icarus I feare, vnwisely bold. 
Am purpot'd others' pasnons now t' vnfold. 
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RICHARD CORBET. 



A LIFE OF THE AUTHOB, 

BT 

SZEUBL SJUflOiRDL 



LIFE OP CORBET. 



HiCHARD CORBET, the son of Vincent Corbet» 
m man noted in Bfiddlesex for his skill in horticul- 
ture, was bom at Ewell, in Surrey, in 1583. Beinf 
educated at Westminster School, he entered Broao- 
gate Hall, (afterwards Pembroke College), in 1598 1 
and, the year after, was admitted into Chnst-churcb, 
in Oxfinnd. In 1605, he received his second de- 
cree ; and, entering into orders, pronounced the 
fiineral ot*ation of Prince Hemy, in 1613, and that 
of Sir Thomas Bodley, in the fbllowing year. In 
1618, he travelled in France; and wrote a hu- 
morous poem upon his journey. 

His suDsequent life is only a history of his pro- 
motions. The king appointed him a chaplain in 
ordinary : he was made doctor in divinitjr i became 
Yicar of Caatington, near Woodstock* m Oxford- 
shire, and prebendary of Bedminster Secunda, in 
the church of Sarum« received the deaneries of 
Christ-church, in 1637 ; was promoted to the see 
of Oxford, in July, 1639; and transUted to that of 
Norwich, in Apri^ 1633. He was still sufficiently 
3roung to expect many years of eigoymcnt ; but he 
was cut off, on the 38th of July, 1635. The in- 
scription on his tomb in the cathedral-cVvM^Oci ^ 
Nonridij ii turned with con«^dex«3EAfe ^^tS^^^v— 

£e2 
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RICARDU8 CORBET. Theologtc Doetor, 

Beelnue CachHimIn Chroti Oxonioeorit 

Prinnm Alumnai, deinde Decanui, eund 

K|iiwopiM, Ulinc hue tnuulatos, et 

Hhic in eoBlmn Jul. 28, 1635. 

Dr. Corbet hat been reproached for 
character ; and Wood insinuates, that h< 
right to be made a bishop. After he hac 
doctor in divinity, he happened to be at t 
Market in Abingdon, When a ballad sin 
pbdned, that he found no custom. * The , 
tor,' says Aubrey, ' puts off his gowne, an 
the ballad singer's leathern jacket; and 
handsome roan, with a rare fhfi voice, he 
▼ended a great many, and had a great a 
On another occasion he was riding with 
bins, * a jolly fat doctor,' through a dark 
lane, when tlic coach was broken down, 
cried out, that Dr. Stubbins was up to h 
in mud, and he up to his elbows in Dr. St 

In his most serious avocations, he n 
his propensity to joke. He was once p< 
the ceremony of confirmation, when the 
crowded too near for his convenience, 
there,' said he, * or I'll confirm you with 
At another time, he was about to confirm 
with a very bald head ; when, turning to 
lain, he said, ' Some dust, Lushing^on,' to 
hand from slipping. Another man had a ' 
beard. The bishop addressed him : • Yo 
the beard.' This Dr. Lushington, says 
«* was a very learned and ingenious man, 
loved one another. The bishop would s 
take the key of the wine-cellar, and h< 
chaplain would go and lock themselves i 
JBierry : then ftrst he layes down his 
hood, • There layea Mhe ^o<:Xnit -^ vjei«^ \v! 
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his gowne, * There layes the bishop ;* then *t 
was, * Here's to thee, Corbet ;' — ' Here's to thee, 
Lufiiiing^oii.' " 

Such a man wiU hardly be supposed to have 
written sublime pjpetry. To laugh, and make 
oUiers laug^ seern^ to have been the bunness of 
his life ; and Fuller says, that he held wit in such 
estimation as to think lumself amply revenged for 
•n injury, when he had passed a joke upon the of- 
fender. His verse is neither pure, nor smooth: 
every thing is sacrificed to vivacity ; and perhaps 
he would luive lost no readers if he had written m 
prose. . 



BISHOP CORBET 



TO 

THOMAS CORYATE. 

1 90 not wonder, Coryate, that thou hast 
Orer the Alpes, through France and Savoy patt, 
ParchM on diy skin, and founder'd in thy feete. 
Faint, thiratie, lowsy, and didst live to see't. 
Though these are Roman sufferings, and do show 
What creatures back thou hadst could carry so, 
All 1 admire is thy returne, and how 
Thy slender pasterns could thee beare, when now 
Thy observations with thy braine ingendered. 
Have stuft thy massy and voluminous head 
ll^th mountaines, abbies, churches, synagogues, 
Preputial ofTals, and Dutch dialogues : 
A burden fur more grievous than the weight 
Of wine or sleepe ; more vexing than the freight 
Of fhiit and oysters, which lade many a pate. 
And send folks crying home from Billingsgate. 
No more shall man with mortar on his head 
Set forwards towards Uome .- no ! thou art bred 
A terrour to all footmen, and all porters^ 
And aU Uymtn that will lumt ^tNii? «i^^n\^'^% 



594 Mwnr. 

To flk Uiiir oonqocrecl trtde. Pfottd Finljiil, 

^ Babnoo thk higgifet* wUch the mtn of aea 
Hsdi kBded boM^ Mid ehiiige tiif weO-a-dagr ! 
Into lOMe homatpoft weloomo rounddqr. 
8oad of tidf tlafb tl^ toffitotiM liioroii^ 
To Ifdnd. Wdo% Md flMittWi Udmboraofh. 
Thtro let thio booko be nad nd uodenloodt 
Wbete y no thetme mr wfiter ballb 00 good.' 
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Toll* tfib tTM* ^ 
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jf CEBTAIJ^ POEM, 

AM Tt WAS PBBSBVTSD XB ULTXVS BT Diynnt 1»9 
OraiBS BBIOBS nS XAJXSTT IV CAMBBIBeS, BT 
WAT Of BBTBBLUBBy 8TTUBD £IBBB VOTUB BB AB- 
TBHTU BBOIS AD CABTABmieiAX. lAITBrVUiT 
son IBTO BirOLISH, WITB BOMB UBBBAA ABDI- 
. TlOm, MADB JULTBBB TO BB SUVOB TBAH BBAB, 

TO THB Tinn or Boinnr bbui.. 



(TlieiioiMmlhmall8*cop7iiilfr.GiiciiiiitPt pomiilMi.) 



It is not yet a fortnight since 
Lutetia* entertainM our prince. 
And vented hath a studied toy ■ 
As longf as was the seige of TVoy : 
And spent herself for full five dajrs 
In speeches, exercise^ and plays. 

To trim the town, g^^eat care before 
Was tane by th' lord vice-chancellor ; 
Both mom and even he cleans'd the way, 
The streets he gravelled thrice a day : 
One strike of l^u^di-dust for to see 
No proverb^ would give more than he* 

Their colledges were new be-painted. 
Their founders eke were new be-sunted ; 



• qpia fiMe liitoMctt CnMBbtigta. 

t Lotes par apitfiiai iwnnim iuflnu 

/ '^ ^ taW flf Mnnili ^BK to nmU^ a IdBlfs 
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Nothing eiCAp'd, nor pott, nor door^ 
Nor gate, nor ndle, nor bawd, nor whore : 
You could not know (Oh strange miihap !) 
Whether you law the town or map. 

But the pure house of Emanuel* 
Would not be like proud Jeiabel, 
Nor thew herself before the king 
An hypocrite, or painted thing : 
But, that the ways might aU prove flur^ 
Conceiv'd a tedious mile of prayer. 

Upon the look'd-fbr seventhf of Marcb^ 
Outwent the townsmen all in starch, 
Botli band and beard, into the field. 
Where one a speech could hardly wield ; 
For ncedfi he would begin his stile. 
The king being from him half a mile. 

They gave the king a piece of plate. 
Which they hop'd never came too late ; 
But cry'd, " Oh ! look not in, g^eat king, 
For tlicre is in it just nothing V 
And 80 prefcrM witli tunc and g^te, 
A speech as empty as their plate. 

Now, as the king came ncer the town, 
Each one ran crying up and down, 
Alas poor Oxford, lhou*rt undone. 
For now the king's past Trompington, 
And rides upon his brave g^'ay dapple. 
Seeing the top of King's-Colledge chappel. 

* Coll. Emsn abuwiiLi v^tii&iui. 
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Next rode his lordship* on a nag. 

Whose coat was blue,f whose ruff was shag. 

And then beg^n his reverence 

To speak most eloquent non-sense : 

** See how" (quoth he) " most mighty prince. 

For very joy my horse doth wince. 

" What cryes the town ? What we ?** (sud he) 

" What cryes the University ? 

What cry the boys ? What ev*ry thing ? 

Behold, behold, yon comes the king :'* 

And ev'ry period he bedecks 

With En et ccce venit rex. 

" Oft have I wam'd** (quoth he) ** our dirt. 
That no nlk stockings should be hurt ; 
But we in vain strive to be fine, 
Unless your gprace's sun doth shine ; 
And with the beams of your bright eye. 
You will be pleas'd our streets to dry.'' 

Now come we to the wonderment 

Of Christendom, and eke of Rent^ 

The Trinity; which to surpass, 

Doth deck her spokesman^ by a glass : 

Who, clad in gay and silken weeds, 

Thus opes his mouth, hark how he speeds. 

** I wonder what your grace doth here. 
Who have expected been twelve year, 

* Samuel Htnnett, then bp. of Chichetter. 

t Vettis indicat vinim. 

/ NetbenoU CuiU orator, qui per tpeciAum «e\^«nx[i wAKX«OA?fw. 
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And thli ymir tODt fair Carolun, 
Tlmt b lo JocobiMitnuM :* 
Ilerr'i nonr, of all, your {fnu:o rcfu^tt. 
You arc mo0t#rolcome to our Muaea. 

*• AlthouKti we have no belli to Jangle^ 
Yet can we Mhew a falre quadrangle, 
Whicli, though h nc're waa grac'd with kinf » 
Yet mire it \§ a goodly thing t 
My warning's sliort, no more lie aay, 
Moon you iltall »ee a gallant play/' 

llut notliing wis so much aduitr'd, 
As were their phiyers so well attir'd ^ 
Nothing did win more praiso of mine^ 
'l*hen did their actors most divine ;f 
Ho did iliry <lrink thtir lif ttlilm divinely ; 
Ho (lid t)i<7 dttncc and skip so finely. 

Their t>lttys hiul suiidt7 grnvc wise iaciorM. 
A perfect dioccHN ofuetorw 
()p(}ti the »ittt(r. i for I am Niire tliut 
'Htcre wan tioth bishop, paMor, ctirut 
Nor was their hihour \\ii;U\, or nitiall. 
The eharge (il'some was pastoral. 

Our playes were certainly much worse. 
For they ha<l a brave hobby-horse, 
Which did present unto his ^-raee 
A wondrous witty ambling pa<:e ; 



* Orttor hitc uiui iJti voestMil^ to aratUiiM} sd r^m 
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But we were chiefly spoyPd by that, 
Which was six hours of Crod knowa -what,* 

His lordship then was in a rag^. 
His lordship lay upon the stage, 
His lordship ciy'd, all would be marPd : 
His lordship lov'd a-life the ^ard. 
And did iniite those mighty men, 
To what think you ? even to a Hen. 

He knew he was to use their might 
To help to keep the door at night, 
And well bestow'd he thought his Hen, 
That they nught Toleboothf Oxford men : 
He thought it did become a lord 
To threaten with that bug-bear word. 

Now pass we to the civil law. 
And eke the doctors of the spaw. 
Who all perform'd their parts so well. 
Sir Edward Ratcliff t bore the bell, 
Who was, by the king's own appointment, 
To speak of spells, and ma^c oyntment. 

The doctors of the civil law 

Urg*d ne're a reason worth a straw : 

And though they went in silk and satten. 

They, Thom8on-like,§ clip'd the king's Latine ; 

* LDdm dieebatur Ignonmut, qui danbat per siMthim lex ho* 
nnini. 

t Idem ^Qod Boetido apod Oxon. 

i InriffDiss. italtui. 

I Faanu Tompwmii, qui noper \Kat. maV*^ ^^na ^ VQx<as& ^%* 
eartat. 
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But yet bit gnoe ^ ]muxUmi tiioi 
AU 



Here no man qMtk auflift to the pon^ 
But an they mkUL WM put oi^ joint i 
Jmft Eke ^ H i ^ ebunMl ' ff iH !i iffl*ii 
r the ooOedfe ca£d GM nM «t/ 
Which trafy* doth atand OMiobewiyy 
Joat north and aonth, yea veri]^. 

raAoaopheia did well their partly 
Which prof^d them maatera of their arts; 
Their modciatar waa no look 
He ftr from Caoibiidge k^ a achool: 
The oonntry did aneh atote afibrd^ 
The prootora nii|;ht not wpmk. a word. 

Bat to conclude^ the king was pleaa'd^ 
And of the court the town was eas'd: 
Yet Oxford though (dear nster) hark yet^ 
The king is gone but to New-market, 
And comes again e're it be long. 
Then you may make another song. 

The king being g^ne from Trinity^ 
They make a scramble for degree ; 
Masters of all sorts, and all ages. 
Keepers, subsizers, lackeyes, pages. 
Who all did throng to come aboard. 
With " Pray make me now, Good my lord: 

They prest his lordship wond'rous hard. 
His lordship thetv ^^ 'vwvl the guard ; 

• Deearum quia Co!kL cii V»*^^^«'««^'^'^^^^ vs\^ta»w« 



f» 
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So did they throng him for the nonce. 
Until he blest them all at once, 
And cryed, " Hodiisaixn^ : 
Omnes Magiatri estote." 

• 

Nor is this all which we do sing. 
For of your praise the world must ring : 
Header, unto your tackling look. 
For there is coming forth a book 
IVill spoyl Joseph fiamesius 
The sale of Rex Platonicus. 



Ff2 
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AJ^WEM TO THE FOBMEB ^O^t^ 

IX JJkTXV AVD BMOLUH. 
BT ~-— * LiJCES. 



( 

A BAi&AB kte WM made* 

But God knowt wlio *et the penmen 
pome My Uie iliTiiiiny aoiillery* 

And othan MjT Hwas Fmuior t* , 
But they thst know the it^le 

Doe unell it by the cdkr. 
And doe roaintaine it was the braine 

Of iome young Oxford acholler. 

And first he ndls on Cambridge, 

And thinkes her to disgrace. 
By calling her Lutetia, 

And throws cUrt in her face .- 
But leave it, sohoUer, leave it. 

For all the world must gp:ant. 
If Oxford be thy mother. 

Then Cambridge is thy aunt. 

Then goes he to the town. 
And puts it all in starch, 

* The former u T«<yVir, the cdebmted wtterpoet : the latter^ 
'William Fanner, a puntuneaV w^x «.vA. vunvUetKr of that je* 
riod, was educated at PemVjwtortaVVP™!*^, ^^wv^VRfiBnaiia 
the rectory of RodiSoi^ iA ^MO, Vi ^i» wii*^w&eu -^fc 
difd about 1640. C 
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hespoj^tsio, ac 

» 

PXE 

LAKES. 

FjkCTA est cantilena, 

Sed neecio quo autore ; 
An fluxerit ex remige. 

An ex Fenneri ore. 
Sed qui legerunt, contendunt. 

Esse banc tenelli 
Oxoniensis nescio cujus 

Prolem cerebelli. 

Nam prim6 Cantabrigiam 

Convitiis execravit, 
Quod vocitat Lutetian), 

Et luto conspurcavit. 
Sed parce, precor, parcito, 

Nam istud nihil moror, 
Quum hujus academiae 

Oxonia sit soror. 

Tunc oppidanoi miseros 
Horrendo cornu pe^t. 

Archbishop L«iid, in bb umiMl aceomit to the king, ISM, p. 37, 
MBStioiu one Pennn>, a printinU rincleader oT tho Se p aiii Un i, 
1th their conveatklet, at tndaboatAiMwdteklJnA* <*« 
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For other rhyoie he could not find 
To fit tlic »evcntli of March : 

But leave it, scholler, leave it. 
For 1 mu«t vail the bonnet. 

And caat the capif at Cambridge: 
For making; tong and sonnet. 

Thence goe» he to tlieir prevent, 

And there lie doth purloyne, 
For looking in their plate 

He nimmef away their coync : 
But leave it, tchoUer, leave it, 

For 'tia a dangeroua thing 
To ffteal from corporation 

I'he preienta of a king. 

Next that, my lonl vice-chancclloi 

Hr bri ngN before the prince, 
And ill th«i face of all the court. 

Jfe makes hiti bor»e to wince. 
But leave it, tichoUer, leave it, 

For Bure that jeit did foile, 
IJnleHH you clapt a nettle 

Under hio horBc'u taile. 

rjien aimcH he at our oi*ator, 

And ut hifl speech he Hiiarlen, 
BecauHe he forced a word, and called 

The prince " moit Jacob-CharlcH.'* 
But lenve it, «chollcr, leave it, 

For he did it compote, 
'I'Imt putM you down ai much for tongue 

\n you do him for note. 
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De quibus dixit, nescio quid, 
Et rythmum sic efFecit. 

Sed parce, precor, parcito, 
Bardos Ozonienses 

In canticis non vicimus 
Jam Cantabrigiensea. 

Jam inspicit cratera 

Quae reg^ dono datur, 
Et aurum ibi poaitum 

Subripere conatur. 
Sed parce, precor, parcitq. 

Nam scelus istud lues, 
Si fraudes sodalitia. 

Ad cnicem cito rues. 

Dein pro-cancellarium 

Produxit equitantem, 
In equum valde agilem 

Hue et illuc saltantem : 
Sed parce, precor, parcito. 

Nam tibi vix credetur 
Si non sub ejus cauda 

Urtica poneretur. 

Tunc evomit sententiaK 

In ipsum oratorem 
Qui dixit Jocobissimum, 

Praeter lAtinum morem. 
Sed parce, precor, parcito, 

Orator exit talis 
Qui magis poUet lingua 

Quam ipse naso valea. 
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Hicn fllci he to our comcdiet, 

And there he doth profcMc 
lie MW anionnf our BCtom 

A perfect dioccM. 
Hut Imve it, nchollcr, letve tt, 

'TwM uo Nuch witty ftctlon, 
For Niucc you leave tlio victr out, 

You Npoile Uie jurisdiction. 

Next that tie hackew the hohby-horie. 

And with a •choUcr'n ffraee*, 
Not able 1o cndiirc the trott, 

HcM brinjf him to the pace : 
Hut leave it, ar.hollcr, leave it^ 

For you will hardly do it, 
Hinrr ull the ridcm in your mui*: 

C!(Mild never bring: bim to it. 

Polonia land c!in tell, 

Throujfli whi<;b he oft did trae^, 
And bore a ftirdc-ll at \m back, 

lie neiT went otber pace. 
Hut leave liifn, neboller, leave him. 

He U-arned it of biu dire, 
And if you put bim from Win trotl 

ll<'*l lny you in tbe rnyrc. 

Our hor>ir Iian thrown h\n rider ; 

Hut now be rnt'uneN to itbunie un, 
And in tlie <(M)«iirin(f of our play 

(Jotmpirt s with Ig-norannn». 
Hut b-avt* it, w:bolleP, leave it, 

And cairt not •* (lod knowH what/' 
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Adibat ad comoediam 

£t cuncta circumspexit, 
Actorum diocesin 

Completam hie detexit : 
Sed parce, precor, parcito, 

Haec co^tare mente 
Non valet jurisdictio 

Vicario absente. 

Fictitio equo subdidit 
Calcaria, sperans fore 

Ut eum ire cogeret 
Gradu subxnisaiore : 

Sed parce, precor, parcito, 
- Hoc non efficietur 

Si iste stabularius 
Habenis moderetur. 

Testis est Polonia, 

Quam sxpe is transivit, 
£t oneratus sarcina 

Eodem gradu ivit. 
Turn parce, precor, parcito, 

£t credas hoc futurum. 
Si Brutum regat Asinus 

Gradatim non itunim. 

Comcediam Ignoramus 
Eum spectare libet, 

Et hujus delicatulo 
Structura non arridet. 

At parce, precor, parcito^ 
Tum aliter versatus 
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Your hoftd wm mMng baJltcb 
When you thould fflftrk the plot. 

Hit (mUuAc itill working, 

Umlff out Another crotchety 
Thvn runt he to the bitthop, 

And riclet upon his rotchet. 
Hut IcAvr it, gchollcri leave it^ 

And tnkr It nryt in snuff, 
l^or he that wcarcs no picadell 

Hy law may woare a ruffe. 

Kcxt that he ffoen to dinner, 

And llko an hardy giicttf 
Whf*n ho had cranint'd his belly fiill 

He ralloN Afcalnut ihp frait. 
Hut Imvr it. nrliollrr, Iruvt itj 

For, nincc you rut hi» roast, 
U Ht'K'unii wuut of muunerpi 

To railr upon iiio host. 

Now I'lMrn, m»stnr«i, llNtrn, 

Thut tax us for our riot, 
Kor lirrr two luoti wont to a hcii, 

Hit nlrndrr wiin tlio dirt, 
riirn Irttvc liini, doludlrr, leave him* 

Ho yirld« liimKtrlf your debtor, 
^utl next time hc*pi vire-dmnccllor 

Your tabic nliall be better. 

Then ^-orfi be to tbe regcni-bouKc. 
'Sod there be sits and sees 
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In faciendis cantids 
Fuisti occupattis. 

Turn pergit maledicere 

Cicestriensi patri, 
£t vestes etiam vellicat 

Episcopi barbati. 
Sed parce, precor, parcito, 

£t nos tu sales pone, 
Ne tanti patiis cafefts 

Benedictione. 

Turn cibo se ifigur^tans 

Abunde saginatur, 
£t venter cum expletus est, 

Danti convitiatur. 
Sed parce, precor,^ parcito» 

Nam illud iferum erit, 
Quicquid ing^to infecerit 

Oxoniensi, perit. 

At ecce nos videmur 

Tenaces nimis esse, 
Gallinam unam quod spectasset 

Duos comedisse. 
O parce, precor, parcito, 

Hxc culpa corrigetur 
Cum rursus Cantabrig^a 

Episcopo regetur. 

Sed novo in sacello 
Pedisse quos aspexit. 

Vol. IV. G g 
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How lackeys >nd Hibazers prrta 
And Bcmrablc fof degrees. 

But Ifive it, scholler, leare it, 
'Twu much sgainst our mirKl, 

But when the prison doors arc opf^ 
Noe thief will itiiy behind. 

Behold, more ang^r yet : 

He threatens ii« tie long. 
When as the king ciunes back againr. 

To make another «ong. 
But leave it, scholler, leave it, 

Vour weakness 7011 i^aclose 1 
For " Bonny Nell" doth pliunly tell 

Your wit lies ill in prose. 

Nor can you make the world 

Of Cambridge praise to ringe, 
A momh 50 foul na market care 

Will stand to hear it sing. 
Then leave it, scholler, leaTC it. 

For yet you Cknnot My, 
The Vaig (Ud go from you id Harcb, 

And come again in May. 



1 



SELSCT POSXS. 351 



Quos nostra Academia 

Honoribus erexit. 
Sed parce, precor, parcito» 

Nam ipse es expertus, 
EiFugiunt omnes protinus 

Cum career est apertus. 

At nobis minitatur. 

Si rex sit rediturus. 
Tunc iste (Phcebo duce) est 

Tela resumpturus. 
Sed parce; precor, parcito, 

Piscator ictus sapit, 
Fugatus namque miles iners 

Arma nunquam capit. 

£t Cantabrig^am non 

Laedi hinc speramus, 
£x ore tarn spurcidico 

Nil damni expectamus. 
parce, ergo, parcito, 

Oxonia nunquam dicit, 
Cum Martio princeps abiens 

In Maio nos revisit. 
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THE LADY ABABELUi. 

(tMI UiirORTOVATB UMt AmABlLLA tTUABTy WW 
DIBD I If TBI TOWBB, UrT. ^9 1615.) 

How do I thanke thee, Death, and bleiae thy power, 
That I have past the guard, and icaped the Tower! 
And now my pardon ii my epitaph^ 
And a small coffin my poore carkaaie hath. 
For at thy charge both loule and body were 
Enlar^^d at Unt, lecured from hope and fkut\ 
I1iat among tainti, tliii amongit kinga it laid. 
And what my birth did claim, my death hath paid. 



A LETTER 

Sent from Dr. Corbet to Sir Thomaa Ailfiburtf, Se- 
cretary to the Duke of Buckingham^ December 
the 9th, 1618. 

ON THE OCrASION OF A BLAZIlfO STAB. 

Mt brother and much more, liadnt thou been mine, 
Hudst thou in one rich present of a line 
Inclos'd fir Francis, for in all this store 
No gift can cost thee less, or binde mc more ( 
Iladst thou (dear churlc) imparted his return, 
I sliould not witli a tardy welcome bum ; 
But luul let loose my joy at him long since. 
Which now wiW attm W^.^^M<^«&^\v^^^^<itv<*<& •. 
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But I forgive thee, two things kept thee from it, 
First such a friend to gaze on, next a comet ; 
Which comet we discern, though not so true 
As you at Sion, as long tayl'd as you ; 
We know already how will stand the case. 
With Bamavelt* of universal g^race. 
Though Spain deserve the whole star, if the fall 
Be true of Lerma duke and cardinal : 
Marry, in France we fear no blood, but wine ; 
Less danger's in her sword, than in her vine. 
And thus we. leave tfie blazers coming over. 
For our portends are wise, and end at Dover : 
And though we use no forward censuring. 
Nor send our learned proctors to the king. 
Yet every morning when the star doth rise. 
There is no black for three hours in our eyes ; 
But like a Puritan dreamer, towards this light 
All eyes turn upward, all are zeale and white : 
More it is doubtful that this prodigy 
Will tume ten schools to one astronomy : 
And the analysis we justly fear. 
Since every art doth seek for rescue there ; 
Phyiucians, lawyers, glovers on the stall. 
The shopkeepers speak mathematics all ; 
And though men read no gospels in these signes. 
Yet all professions are become divines ; 
All weapons from the bodkin to the pike. 
The mason's rule and taylor's yard alike 
Take altitudes, and th' early fidling knaves 
On fluits and hoboyes made them Jacobs-staves ; 

* Tlie grait nqsodator and genemi, who fellliytlie jealoiu^ ot 
tin priMc (^ OcaDge tlie Uth M&tdi \«\9. ^• 

G«2 
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I.M\\y, tA ^tn\r,trn, |fUii«i-« wr rutitrivr!, 
Aii'i rvi-ry lial i» iiiiwlr a |fr<»|ff-(-livr , 
Itiii-toii to (iiiiitrr ifliii«(* niiii llurioii limr* 
l-'roiii (iiinfrr, miil tli'i-^i liiiii)^r liotli toiifriir uwlntf 
fly I iiiTiuifr iliim it«iili riiiml (juy t:tnnit\utn, 
IliM Mru|{ff<iii III ilit-ir 1< itrr« l»f-ur« riiurlr*. IVninf 
f;liurlr« Wttiii, III wlitrli liii-y miy I Up lnyj wi|J rttM^h. 
Aii'l ut llii* itiNtuiiir lliry Ifiilli limr ttiwl trtt4.li. 
Now, Inr llir |fi'i4i:#- iif liiMl litlil rtirrit lulvijir 
Ct'lioii llint liAiit wiirrrwiOtiiJI In iimki' iin wioff; 
'I'liiiir uwh rii'.li «ttMli(-*, nii'i fltrtrji liMrMit'n ininr,] 
lit wliirh llirrr in no itniMi, liiil nil fr flni? . 
(I III! iiq wliut Id Inut to, Iriit wr WlkJk 
All iiiH mill Nlii|ii(| with liin |ittriillii« ■ 
Huy. nlmlJ ilir ifld filiiloNOptiV lir tllin ^ 
C>rilifl|i hf tu\f uiiovr tlir Morui, tliiiik yiiii f 
|:i li< u iii'-lf-rir ffii'f « il liy til*' Hiiii / 
Ml ii tirnt limly Iriiiii * ri-uhnti / 
lliilli llii- auiiir olur Ifct II filijf (I of llir WfiinJn- 
Ol ifiii lur'-liillirrn ^ Sliull llii- nuiiii- f oiim iiiii|/ i 
III' rii iitriii I of our li< |illf- Wd ' Wt'il«- iailfl •f-fi<f, 
Or fl^r Una blur u i|iiuri'rl dolli |iorl(-fif|. 

* WllliNin lliirlfiii hMM. bjr AnllMUiy A WtM»i|, li, |i«rr t^rn m 

fnQirmlri Ki H«l|iiii<»iiiv, i>l Mrliii li li< {inMhlit <l «ti Kpl*<-ri|t #■« in 

I'.'**: li.itiiiiiiiil f iiiiilri, II ifiblli Mmlii Idti ''I l^i' nli t t-iiiini n§ i ^ wa« 

a«iiiiiiiiiii I nl |it<ili ••<•! <il (tiraliiitri t'ull'l!', utiil •-iniiiriii Un lua 

«liill III iIk ••■M-n<i« ■ lii« |iiililii4iiioii« wi'ir fi««|Milni in lnaila^ Ija 

•IimI III (»|i«||ai|| I i*i|r|{< , lO'/O. f* 

t I li'iiim* il'iii'i*, »'>l<il \iy I iiiiilni " Mmlii-niiiiiMU |fi«,»iii4." 
•.v|i« ri |irii«ii|lii I iiiul I ■iifi|iiiiiitrti III' 111 Wallf-i llul'lfrli in liia *ii^' 
NK' "• Vii|(iiiiii M/iH-l;, III wlilili, i||iiiti Ilia K-liiMi, Iw Irtf MUJm «l «ii 
HI rtiiiiii III- wu» III III in |ii|rti « «ltiiirftioii Uy llir • ■»! ;t Nnf iliuifi 
iHiliiiiil, 'III I lii|iiiU4 Aylt IfHttr, qiul i|i|i< r«, fur liM liiallirifiiii)4-»l 
l:iiii«iriiil(ri , lull, lilii 111* iM'ioii, Ull^ igli. wa« Mill !•! Ill rrl^lori 
Oh. mil 'Mr Wiimt* AUtriiir, vol.i. |i. ^';o nl. 1/21. «.. 
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DB. CORBXT's 

JOUBJ^EY UStTO FMJU^CE. 

1 wsMT from England into France, 
Nor yet to learn to cringe nor dance. 

Nor yet to ride or fence { 
Nor did 1 go like one of tboae 
That do retume with half a nose 

They carried from hence. 

But I to Paris rode along, 

Much like John Dory in tJiie song,* 

Upon a holy tide, 
I on an ambling nag did jet, 
I trust he is not paid for yet ; 

And apur'd him on eibph aide. 

And to St. Dennis fast we came. 
To sec the sights of Nostre Dame^ 

The man that shows them snaffies: 
Where who is apt for to beleeve. 
May see our Ladie's right«rm sleeve. 

And eke her old paotofiea { 

• Of thif popaUr loi^ whkM » cepiiated fran DwiHwii<li> 
1000. ill Hawkiu*! History of Music, and iu aUiim^ Antknt SoBgl, 
xhe following it (he introductory •tanaa : 

At it fell upon a holyday 

And upon t liolytid«-af 

John Dory bou|^t him snsinkiaD^iMI^ 

To ftrk for to iUmu G. 



356 eoEBBT. 

Hep breast, her milk, her very gown, 
Thmt she did wear in Bethlehem town. 

When in the inn she lay. 
Yet all the world knows that* s a fable, 
For so good clothes ne're lay in stable 

Upon a lock of hay. 

No carpenter could by his trade 
) Gain so much coyn as to have made 

A gt>wn of so rich stuff. 
Tet they, poor fools, think, for their credit. 
They may believe old Joseph did it, 

'Cause he deserv'd enough. 

There is one of the crosse's nails, 
Which who so sees, his bonnet vuls. 

And if he will, may kneel. 
Some say 'twas false, 'twas never so, 
Yet, feeling it, thus much I know. 

It is as true as steel. 

There is a lanthom which the Jews, 
When Judas led them forth, did use, 

It weighs my weight downright : 
But to believe it, you must think 
The Jews did put a candle in't. 

And then 'twas very light. 

There's one sidnt there hath lost his nose ; 
Another 's head, but not his toes. 

His elbow and his thumb. 
But when that we had seen the rag^. 
We went to th* iiviv and took our nags. 

And 80 a^a^ ^'^ c«iftfc. - 



We came to Paris on the Seine, 
'Tis wondrous fair, 'tis nothing clean, 

'Tis Europe's greatest town. 
How strong it is I need not tell it. 
For all the world may efudly smeU it. 

That walk it up and down. 

There many strange things are to see, 
The palace and great gallery. 

The Place Royal doth excel : 
The new bridge, and t^e statues there. 
At Nostre Dsme, Saint d. Pater, 

The steeple bears the bell. 

For learning, th' universitie ; 
And for old clothes, the Frippery ; 

The house the queen did build. 
Saint Innocents, whose earth devoures 
Dead corps in four and twenty hours. 

And there the king was kill'd : 

The Bastile and Saint Dennis-street, 
The Shafflenist, like London-Fleet, 

The Arsenal, no toy. 
But if you'll see the prettiest thing. 
Go to the pourt and see the king, 

O *tis a hopeful boy. 

He is of all his dukes and peers 
Reverenc'd for much wit at 's years. 

Nor must you think it much -, 
For he with little switch doth pky« 
And make fine dirty pyes of clay, 

O never kins made «ai^\ 
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A bird that can but kill a fly. 

Or prate, doth pleaie hii majeaty, 

"11a known to every one. 
The Duke of Guiie gave him a parret, 
And he had twenty cannona for it 

For hia new galeon. 

O that I ere might have the bap 
To get the bird which in the map 

Ii called the Indian Ruck ! 
rde give it hiro» and hope to be 
Aa rich aa Guiae, or Livine, 

Or else I liad ill luck. 

Birda round about his chamber stand. 
And he them feeds with his own hand : 

*Tis his humility. 
And if they do want any thing, 
They need but whistle for their king, 

And he comes presently. 

But now then, for these parts he must 
Be enstilcd I^ewis the Just, 

Great Henry's lawful heir : 
When to his stile to add more words. 
They'd better call him king of birds. 

Than of the great Navarre. 

He hath besides a pretty quirk. 
Taught him by nature, how to work 

In iron with much case. 
Sometimes to tht forge he goes. 
There he knocks, and there he blows. 

And Tai3LQ%\>c^^Vy;i>k^ ^xAVvfk 
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Which puts a doubt on every one, 
Whether he be Man or Vulcan's son, 

Some few believe his mother : 
But let them all say what they will, 
I came rescdv'd, and so think still. 

As much the one as th' other. 

The people, too, dislike the youth. 
Alleging reasons, for, in truth, f 

Mothers should honouFd be : 
Yet others say, he loves her rather 
As well as ere she lov'd his father. 

And that's notoriously. 

His queen, a pretty little wench. 

Was bom in Spain, speaks little French, 

She's ne're like to be mother : 
For her incestuous house could not 
Have children which were not begot 

By uncle or by brother. 

Now why should Lewis, being so just, 
Content himself to take his lust 

With his Lucina's mate ; 
And suffer his little pretty queen. 
From all her race that yet hath been. 

So to degenerate ? 

Twere charity for to be known 
To love others' children as his own. 

And why ^ it is no shame ; 
Unless that he would greater be 
Than was his father Henery, 

Wlio^ men thsaght, di4^e nsne* 
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.JJVELEGIK 

ir«l!V TUI IIKATH Or LAPT HADDIirGTOV, WlVk fl 
JUH!V HAM HAT, VIACOVKT nADllIir«TOV^ WHO DTI 
or THE SMALL POX. 

DiAMK losse, to tel) the world I griere were true, 
Jtiit that were to lament my selfe, not you ; 
That were to cry out helpe for Iny affaires, 
For which nor publick thoug^ht, nor private earn 
No, when thy fate I publish among;it men, 
I should have power to write with the state's pen 
I should in naming thee force publicke tcares^ 
And bid their eyes pay ransome far their eares. 
First, tliy wholf life was a short feast of witt. 
And Death th' attendant which did WJUt on it : 
To both mankind doth owe devotion ample. 
To that their first, to this their last example. 
And though 'twere praise cnougli (with tliem whos 

fame 
And vertue's nothing but an ample name) 
That thou well highly borne, (which no ma 

doubtes) 
And so might'st swath base dcedcs in noble cloutcs 
Yet thon tliy selfe in titles didst not shroud. 
And being noble, wast nor foole, nor proud ; 
And when thy youth was ripe, when now the suit 
Of all the longing court was for thy fruit. 
How wisely didst thou choose ! Foure blessed eye« 
The king's and thine, had taught thee to be wise. 
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Who now shall keepe ould countesses in awe^ 

And, by tart similyes, repentance draw 

From tiiose, whom preachers had given ore ? £yeii 

such 
Whome sermons could not reach, her arrowes 

touch. 
Hereafter, fooles shall prosper with applause. 
And wise men smile and no man aske the cause : 
He of fourescore, three night capps, and two 

haires. 
Shall marry her of twenty, and g^t heyres 
Which shsdl be thought his owne ; and none shall 
But 'tis a wondrous blessing, and he may. [say 

Now (which is more than pitty) many a knight. 
Which can doe more then quarrell, less then fight^ 
Shall choose his weapons, ground ; draw seconds 

thither. 
Put up his sword, and not be laught at neyther. 



OK 

THE EARL OF DORSET'S DEATH. 

(kichabs, ths third earl of dorsst.) 

Lit bo prophane, ignoble foot tread here. 
This hallowed piece of earth, Dorset lyes there : 
A small poore relique of a noble spirit. 
Free as the air, and ample as his merit : 
A soul refin'd, no proud forgetting \oTd« 
But mindfal ofm^tun nainesy and oi Yiua 'woic^* 
Fm, JV. H h 



Who kyr^d nes Ibr Ids b«XHir» not hit eodi^ 
And liftd the noblest way of getting^ fil»ds 
By lofkif fint» lod yet who knew the .courts 
But undentood it better by report 
llMn praetice ! he nottaing; toc^ from tiioiM 
But the king't frrour for hSm recompenee. 
Who^ for religion or hi» ooontiey'* goed^ 
NeUhcr hit honour valued, nor 1^ blood. 
Bi6h in the worlds opinion» and men'k pnoae^ 
And foil in all we pould demre» but daya^ 
He that ia warned of thia, and ihall foiboar 
To Tent a agh for lum, or ahed a tear. 
May he Uto long actoi'd, and unpitied fol^. 
And wast a oioomer at hia ftinenl !* 



TO 

HIS sojv, viJ^CEjrr cohbeT, 

OV HIS BIKTH-DAT, NOTSMBSR 10, 1630, BXIKe TB 

THREE TEARS OLD. 

What I shall leave thee none can tell. 

But aU shall say I wish thee well ; 

I wish thee, Vin, before all wealth, 

Both bodily and ghostly health : 

Nor too mucli wealth, nor wit, come to thee. 

So much of either may undo thee. 

1 wish thee learning', not for show. 

Enough for to vnstcuct, and know, 

• Ml. QUchml oV»WN«» ^^«*. C«etKJO% ^afiB&.%A ^^^ 
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Not such as gentlemen require, 
To prate at tabic, or at fire. 
I wish thee all thy mother's graces, 
Thy father's fortunes, and his places. 
I wish thee friends, and one at court, 
Not to build on, but support ; 
To keep thee, not in doinfif many 
Oppressions, but from suffering any. 
I wish thee peace in all thy wayes. 
Nor lazy nor contentious days ; 
And when thy soul and body part. 
As innocent as now tliou art. 



OJ^ MIL RICE, 

THI MAXCIPLl OF rHmiST-CUUROB IIT OXfOlD. 

Who can doubt. Rice, but to th' etemall place 

Thy soulc is ficdd, that did but know thy face? 

IVhosc body was hoc light, it might have gone 

To Hcav'ne without a resurrection. 

Indeed thou wcrt all type ; thy limmcs were aignes. 

Thy nrtoryes but mathcmatickc lines : 

As if two soulcs iiad made thy compound good. 

That botli should live by faith, and none by blood. 



UN 

OHFJiT TOM OF CHIiiST'CHURCn. 

Bk dumb, ye infant -chimes, thump not your mettle, 
Thai nc'rc out-ring a tinker and his kettle ; 
Cease, all you petty larums \ for, lo ^\w^ 
Js young Tom's resurrection £roxivAli^ <iN»>} 
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And know, when Tom rings out his knellsy 

The bett of you will be but dinner-bells. 

Old Tom's grown young again, the fiery caye 

Is now his cradle, that was erst his grave : 

He grew up quickly from his mother Earth, 

For all you see was but an hour's birth ; 

Look on him well, my life I dare engage. 

You ne're saw prettier baby of his age. 

Some take his measure by the rule, some by 

The Jacob's staff take his profundity. 

And some his altitude ; but some do swear 

Young Tom's not like the old: but, Tom, nc're 

The critical geometrician's line, [fear 

If thou as loud as e're thou did ring'st nine. 

Tom did no sooner peep from under-ground. 

But straight St. Marie's tenor lost his sound. 

O how this may -pole's heart did swell 

With full main sides of joy, when that crackt bell 

Choakt with annoy, and 's admiration, 

Rnng like a quart-pot to the congregation. 

Tom went his progress lately, and lookt o're 

"What he ne're saw in many yeares before ; 

But when he saw the old foundation. 

With some like hope of preparation. 

He burst with grief; and lest he should not have 

Due pomp, he's his own bell-man to the grave : 

And that there might of him be still some mention, 

He carried to his gi*ave a new invention. 

They drew his brown-bread face on pretty gfins. 

And made him stalk upon two rolling-pins ; 

But Sander Hill swore twice or thrice by Heaven, 

He ne're set such a loaf into the oven. 

And Tom did SamdeTa -^^il^ Vi\% C^cAo^ maker, 

A3 much as Yie did ^aiAex K^5^,^Xv^>a'!2KAt \ 
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Therefore, loud thuipping Tom, be this thy pride, 
When thou this motto shalt have on thy side : 
" Great world ! one Alexander conquered thee. 
And two as mighty men scarce conquered me.*' 
Brave constant spirit, none could make thee turn. 
Though hang'd, drawn, quartered, till they did thee 

bum: 
Yet not for this, nor ten times more be sorry. 
Since thou was martyr*d for the churche's glory ; 
But for thy meritorious suffering. 
Thou shortly slialt to Heaven in a string : 
And though we grieved to see thee thump'd and 

banged. 
We'll all be glad. Great Tom, to see thee hang'd. 



A PROPER NEW BALLAD, 

INTITULED 

THE FAERYE^S FAREWELL,- 

OB, 
GOS-A -MERCY WILL. 

To be 9ung or lohiseled to the tune of " The Meddow 
RroWf" by the Learned; bjf the Unlearned, to the 
tune of " Fortune." 

Farewell rewards and Faeries, 

Good houswives now may say. 
For now foule slutts in daries 

Doe fare as well as they. 
And though they sweepe theyT Y\e>«x\2cA Tio\^'!ikSk 

TTicn jnaydes were wont to doe) 

Hlx2 
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Tet wlw of kte Ibr deanefiiieti^ 
finds ilaDB-penoe in herihoe? 

I^meot^ kmen^ old Mxim, 

Tlie Fuiet lost command; 
ItMjr cBd bat change ptieitf^ btbioi^ 

But some have changed your land : 
And aQ your childftn ^irang from theaoo 

Are now growne Pnritanai ; . 
Who fire at changeEoga ever abiee 

For lore of your dnnainea. 

At monung and at eremof bo^ 

Too meny were and g]ad» 
80 fitde care of deepe or flotli 

Tlieae prettie ladies had; 
When Tom came home from laboiir» 

Or Cifls to milking rose. 
Then "merrily merrily went theyre tabor. 

And nimbly went theyre toes. 

Wittness those rings and roundelayes 

Of theirs, which yet remsune. 
Were footed in queene Marie's dayes 

On many a grassy playne ; 
But since of late, Elizabeth, 

And later, James came in. 
They never daunc'd on any heath 

As when the time hath bin. 

By wluch we ivole the Fanes 

Were oi tke o\iv^^^^^^*> 
Theyre BOivga 'wcte KN^"»ar3e.%\ 
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But now, alas ! they all are dead, 

Or gt>ne beyond the seas ; 
Or farther for religion fled, " 

Or elce they take theyre ease. 

A tell-tale in theyre company 

They never could endure, 
And whoe so kept not secretly 

Theyre mirth was punisht sure ; 
It was a just and christian deed 

To pinch such blacke and blew : 

how the common welth doth need 
Such justices as you ! 

Now they have left our quarters 

A register they have. 
Who looketh to theyre charters, 

A man both wise and grave ; 
An hundred of theyre merry prancks 

By one that I could name 
Are kept in store, conn twenty thanks 

To William for the same. 

1 marvell who his cloake would turne 

When Pucke had led him round, 
Or where those walking flres would bume. 

Where Cureton would be found ; 
How Broker would appeare to be, 

For whom this ag^ doth moume ; 
But that theyre spiritts live in thee, 

In thee, old Williiun Choume. 

To WMam Chourne of SlaffoTd sVvt^ 
iXve laud and praysea dwe. 



368 ctSBiT. 

IHio ereiy muim caa mend your chenre 
m^ takt both old and true : 

To William all give an^enoe. 
And pray ye ftr hia iioddk». 

For an the Farie'a evidence 
Were loat» if tiiat were addle. 



TBE OMOStr or ttOBERT WISDOJUB* 

Tnovy once a body, now but aire» 
ATch4)otcher of a paaime or prayer, 

Fkom (Tai&z coaw; 
And patch me up a zealous lay. 
With an old ever and fir ay, 

Or, aU and some. 

Or such a spirit lend me. 

As may a hymne downe send me. 

To purge my braine : 
So, Robert, looke behinde thee. 
Least Turke or Pope doe find thee. 

And gt)e to bed againe. 



• See Waiton'i Histoiyof EDg&h Poetiy, voL iii. p. 170, 171. G. 
He contributed tome of the Psalmi in the Old VenioA. C. 



SELECT POElfffl. 369 



THE DISTRACTED PURITAKE, 

Kn I madd, O noble Festus, 
When zeale and godly knowledge 
Have put me in hope 
To deal with the pope. 
As well as the best in the colledge ? 
Boldly I preach, hate a crosse, hate a surplice. 

Mitres, copes, and rotchets : 
Come heare me pray nine times a day. 
And fill your heads with crotchets. 

In the house of pure Emanuel 
I had my education ; 

Where my friends surmise 

I dazeled mine eyes 
With the light'of revelation. 
Boldly I preach, &c. 

They bound me like a bedlam. 
They lash't my foure poore quarters ; 

Whilst this I endure, 

Faith makes me sure 
To be one of Foxe's martyrs. 
Boldly I preach, &c. 

These injuryes I suffer 

Through Anti-Clirist's perswaaons : 

Take off tliis chaine. 

Neither Rome nor Spaine 
Can Te^slt my strong invasioivs. 
Boldly I preach, &c. 



.vTD coiaxv. 

Of Iho heart'* ten honiM (Rod blenelu!) 
I hive knocltt off three alruaily ! 

If (hpylet mcrione, 

I'll lc»ve him ngne; 
But they bs}- I km too heady. 
Unldly I prcuAi, Itc. 

mien I uck'd the seven-hillM citty 
1 mctt tlic great redd dmgun -. 
1 kept liim oloofc 
Willi the smroiiP of proofe, 
Tlioilgh lierc I have never a tkg (iii. 
Uoldly I preocb, &c. 

With ■ fiery sword itnd tai^tt 
There fought I with this monster - 

But the sonnea of pride 

My zeale deride, 
And all my deedes misconster. 
UMly 1 prcacb, ix, 

I imhorat the irfaore of Bkbel 
With a launee of inspirations: 

I mkde her stinke. 

And spill her drinck 
In the cupp trf ahominationi. 
Boldly I preach, &c. 



With a flying booke betweene them ; 
1 have bin in dispurc 
Five times a jeaie. 
And cur'd by tewSinis GiteAiim. 
Boldly I preach, &-c. 
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1 observ'd in Perkin's Tables* 
The black lines of damnation : 

Those crooked veines 

Soe struck in my braines. 
That I fear'd my reprobation. 
Boldly I preach, &c. 

In the holy tongue of Chanaaa 
I plac'd my chiefest pleasure : 

Till I prickt my foote 

With an Hebrew roote, 
That I bledd beyond all measure. 
Boldly I preach, &c. 

I appear'd before the arch-bishopp. 
And all the high comnussion : 
I gave him noe g^race. 
But told him to his face 
That he favourM superstition. 
Boldly I preach, hate a crosse, hate a surplice^ 

Mitres, copes, and rotchets : 
Come heare me pray nine times a day. 
And fill your heads with crotchets. 

* Aa eminent divine of Cambridge. C. 
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LIFE OF CAREW. 



1 HOMAS CAREW, the descendant of an ancient 
family in Devonshire, b supposed to have been bom 
in 1589. He was educated at Christ's College, Ox- 
ford ; though it does not appear diat he was ever 
inatriculated, or took a degree. His accomplish- 
ments were chiefly derived from travelling and 
conversation. Philips says, he was * reckoned among 
the chi^est of his tune, for delicacy of wit and poe- 
tic fancy ;' and Wood tells us, he was ' famed for 
the charming sweetness of his lyric odes, and amo- 
rous sonnets.' We know notning more of him, 
than that he was made gentleman of the privy cham- 
b^, and sewer in ordinary to King Charles I. ; and 
that he was almost worslupped by his cotempora- 
ries, Jonson, Davenant, Donne, May, and Suckling. 
He died in 1639. 

Carew is an amorous sonnetter. His verses are 
polished and pointed ; and it is only Irom the testi- 
mony of cotemporaries, that 'we should ascertain 
him to have been a laborious and difficult writer. 
His licentiousness, we suppose, miftt be charged to 
the age of Charles I. ; and we can state, on the au- 
thority of Clarendon, that he died with the greatest 
remorse for the dissoluteness of his life and writings. 
According to a MS. of Oldys, • Carew's sonnets weY^ 
more in request than any poet'a ot Yi^ ^ixK^a*^ «s^^ 
the masque of Calum Brittamcum w^a Wi xDMLOa.%»-- 
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THOMAS CAREW 



THE SPRIjrO, 

jN'ow that the winter's gone, the Barth hath lost 
Her snow-white robes, and now no more the frost 
Candies the grass, or casts an icy cream 
Upon the silver lake, or chiystal stream : 
But the warm Sun thaws the benumbed Earth 
And makes it tender, gives a sacred birth 
To the dead swallow, wakes in hollow tree 
The drow^ cuckow and the humble bee. 
Now do a quire of chirping minstrels bring 
In triumph to the world, the youthful Spring : 
The vallies, hills, and woods, in rich array. 
Welcome the coming of the long'dibr May. 
Now all things smile ; only ray love doth lowVc 
Nor hath the scalding noonday Sun the pow'r 
To melt that marble ice, which still doth hold 
Her heart congealed, and makes her pity cold. 
The ox, which lately did for shelter fly 
Into the stall, doth now securely lie 
In open fields : and love no more is made 
By the fire-side ; but in the cooler shade 
Amyntas now doth with his Chloris sleep 
Under a sycamore, and all things kee^ 
Time with the season ; onVy i^ ^n^ c%xtN 
June in her eyes, in Uer Yieaxl lvo»ivr>f . 

Ii2 
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TO JL It, 



V ftfe ftedi M Apri^ tweet m lii^, 

Biii^ « b the aonii^E^lH^ 

TlHtjmiatewi or timifli yon ere. 

Be iflt tberetee pmid^ avi. dipi 

AH »ea m we rtl y yoer eijteeni t 

Hot heiiil ■!% ymJwe tje-jle—tte . 

Of behiglMibiinee^iiifcteeMMi 

Of letebeartj eadewett: 

Wat beit0w4 o« ywt bj 

Tobeei^iBy'^tad^tireteiiiiii' . . :i 

There to be teatoe^ wlievt the halh bees. . 

So prodigal of her beat graoet ; 

Thus common beauties and mean fitees ^ 

Shall hare more pastime, and enjey 

The sport you lose by being coy. 

Did the thing for which I sue. 

Only concern myself, not you } 

Were men so fram'd as they alone 

Reap'd all the pleasure, women none. 

Then had you reason to be scant ; 

But 'twere a madness not to grant 

That which affords (if you consent) 

To you, the giver, more content 

Than me the beggar ; oh then be 

Kind to yourself, if not to me ; ^' 

Starve not yourself because you may 

Thereby make me '^Sxvft v«v} \ 

Nor let brittle beawity TMika 

Y« your via«e i3fckwi|s\i^ totw^^ v 
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For that lovely face will fail ; 

Beauty's sweet, but beauty's fnril ; 

'Tis sooner past, 'tis sooner done 

Than summer's rain or winter's sun ; 

Most fleeting, when it is most dear ; 

'Tis gone, while we but say 'tis here. 

These curious locks so aptly twin'd, 

IVhose every hair a soul doth bind, . 

Will chalige their atibum hue, and grow 

"White, and cold as winter's snow. 

That eye which now is Cupid's nest 

Will prove his grave, and all the rest 

Will follow ; in the cheek, chin, nose. 

Nor lilly shall be found, nor rose ; 

And what will then become of all 

Those, whom now you servants c&ll ^ 

Like swallows, when yotir summer's done, 

They'll fly, and seek some warmer sun. 

Then wisely chuse one to your friend. 

Whose love may (when your beauties end)* * 

Remsun still firm : be provident. 

And think, before the summer's spent, 

Of following winter ; like the ant 

In plenty hoard for time of scant. 

Cull out amongst the multitude 

Of lovers, that seek to intrude 

Into your favour, one that may 

Love for an age, not for a day ; 

One that will quench your youthful fires. 

And feed in age your hot desires. 

For when the storms of time have mov'd 
Waves on that cheek which was bcloN'd\ 
When a fair lady's face is pm^d. 
And yellow spread where red once %\jicL^v 



3» c*u«. ^ 

When bcMitj. >'oulh, naA lU sweet* lenveber, 

IjOVc m»j- rettim, hoi lovew neier: 

And ok) fblks uy Uierc bt« no paiiui 

like ilch vt love in iged vcini. 

Ob love me th&Q, and now tiegin it, 

l*t at not lose this prewnt miuutr : 

For time and iij;e will work that wrnck. 

■ Which time nor »ge sh»II ne'er call buck 
Tile uukc each year frc^ skin rcsiiroei. 
And tfo^les chui^ their *g^d plumes : 
The fiided rose eich spring' receives 
A fresh red tincture on her leaves : 

. But if your beiutiei once liecaj. 
Yon nci er know » second May. 
Oh, thpn be wise, and whilst your season 
AfTordB 3-011 days foi- sport, do renson : 
Spend not in vain >ouP life's sliort hour. 
But crop in time loiir btanty's flow'rt 
Which will away, and doth tcgcther 
Both bud and &de, both blow and wither. 



J BirUfE MISTBBSS. 

La Nature's pieces itill I see 

Some errour that might mended be ; 

Something' my tridi could itiU remore. 

Alter or add ; but my &ir lore 

Was fram'd by hand* &r more divine ; 

For she hatll evcr^ \ie»>A««»%if. 

Yet I had been fw^^a^'jftw 
Had Nature, tbKt »»4e a 



k'k 
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Then likeness might (that love creates) 

Have made her love what now she hates : 

Yet I confess I cannot spare 

From her just shape the smallest hair ; 

Nor need I beg from all the store 

Of Heaven for her one beauty more ; 

She hath too much divinity for me : 

Te gods^ teach her some more humanity ! 



SOJV'G. 

eONQ.I'SBT BT rUOBT*. 

Ladies, fly from lovers smooth tale. 
Oaths steep'd in tears do oft prevsul ; 
Grief is infectious, and the air 
Inflam'd with sighs will blast the fair : 
Then stop your ear» when lovers cry, 
Lest yourself weep, when no soft eye 
Shall with a sorrowing tear repay 
That pity which you cast away. 

Young men, fly, when beauty darts 
Amorous glances at your hearts : 
The fixt mark gives the shooter aim, 
And ladies* looks have power to maim ; 
Now 'twixt their lips, now in their eye^ 
Wrapt in a smile, or kiss, love lies ; 
Then fly betimes, for only they 
Conquer love that run away. 
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SOYG. 

riBsvAnovs to iirjor. 

Ir the quick spints in joat eye 
Now languish, and anon mutt die ; 
If ev'ry sweet, and ev'ry gnce 
Must fly from that forsaken face : 
Then, Celia, let us reap our joys, 
Ere time such goodly fruit destroys. 

(>r, if that golden fleece must grow 
For ever, free from aged snow ; 
If those bright suns must know no shade. 
Nor your fresh beauties ever fade i 
Then fear not, Celia, to bestow 
"What still being gathered sUll must grow. 
Thus either Time his sickle brings 
Tn vain, or else in vain his wings. 



IJSTGRATEFUL BEAUTY THREATE.XEI) 

Know, Celia, (since thou art so proud,) 

'Twas I tliat gave thee thy renown : 
Thou liadst, in the forgotten crowd 

Of common beauties, liv'd unknown. 
Had not my verse exhal'd thy name, 
And with it impt* the wings of Fame. 

* lliis technical phraie is borrowed Hroin falconiy. Falconrrs 
My, To imfi a fctlher iu in hinwk^t ^vn^^ i. <£. to add a new piece to 
«n old ttiimp. 
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That killing power is none of thine, 

I gave it to thy voice and eyes : 
Thy sweets, thy g^races, all are mine ; 

Thou art my star, slun^st in my skies ; 
Then dart not from thy borrowed sphere 
lightning on him that fix'd thee there. 

Tempt me with such affrights no more. 

Lest what I made I uncreate : 
Let fools thy mystic forms adore, 

111 know thee in thy mortal state. 
Wise poets, that wrap tnfth in tales, 
Knew her themselves through all her veils. 



> 
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ETEEHITT OT JJOTE PB0TBSTB9.. 

How ill doth he deserve a lover's name 
Whose pale weak flame 
Cannot retun 

His heat, in spight of absence or disdain ; 

But doth at once, like paper set on fire. 
Bum and expire ! 

True love can never change his seat. 

Nor did he ever love that could retreat. 

That noble flame, which my breast keeps alive. 
Shall still sunive 
When my soul's fled; 

Nor shall my love die when my body's dead ; 

That shall wait on me to the lower shade ^ 
-And never fade. 

My very ashes in their uri\ 
ShuU, like a hallow 'd lamp, for e\eT>tt>\TW 



iu .«*uv« 



oooD comnEM. to a rmiKa MMib* 



Wan yw tiM M»liM90fc filgripn Mc^ 
MlflifaV vilh 4tal* iMMto to the 

Stafc h0v it ink villi bieaM ksM 
He coMti 1h(6 ciiayilil ByifJii^ •■4ffiBgli 

fit bod^ tD IIm Mitby fHun Im 



Alt wImb kis ivwisr ftoo it df<tiid»<d 
In kter oool v«ft% vken fren li«r tVMt 

Bqma Ut iNinn^ lUfeik k qneadiMi 
Tkea nntk bow iHiA cBtdtiiilbl feel 

He kicln Iwr btak% cad AiMi tile idtee 

TluKt tiiiit lefreth'd liiap^ noret witii pullitt ]mo0^ 

9o shak thov be detpis^d, fidr iiudd» 

When by the tated lover tasted ; 
What first he did with tears invade, 

Shall afterwards with scorn be wasted; 
When all the virgin springs g^w dry. 
When no stream shall be left, but in thine eye.* 



TO SAXHAM. 

Though fh)st and snow lock'd from mine eyet 
That beauty which without door liei^ 
The gardens, orchards, walks, that so 
I might not ail\]h^ pleasures know; 

fHDCe. 
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Yet, Saxham, thou^ within thy gate. 

Art of thyself so delicate. 

So full of native sweets, that bless 

Thy roof with inward happiness ; 

As neither IVom, nor to thy store. 

Winter takes aught, or spring adds mbrcc 

The cold and frozen air had starv'd 

Much poor, if not by thee preserv'd ; 

"Whose prayers have made thy table bl6st 

With plenty, far above the rest. 

The season hardly did afford 

Coarse cates unto thy, neighbour's board. 

Yet thou hadst dainties, as the sky 

Had only been thy volary ;• 

Or else the birds, fearing the snow 

Might to another deluge gprow. 

The pheasant, partridge, and the lark. 

Flew to thy house, as to the ark. 

The willing ox of himself came ^ 

Home to the slaughter, with the lamb. 

And every beast ^d thither bring 

Himself to be an offering. 

The scaly herd more pleasure took, 

Bath'd in thy dish, than in the brook. 

Water, earth, air, did all conspire 

To pay their tributes to thy fire ; 

Whose cherishing flames themselves divide 

Through every room, where they deride 

The night, and cold abroad ; whilst they. 

Like suns within, keep endless day. 

Those cheerful beams send forth their light. 

To all that wander in the night, 

Vol. IV. K k 



And teem to beeftan ftvMt floof 
The wenj pilgrim to tfaj loof ; 
Where^ if reft«ih'd» he win away, 
He^fidrlywelooniei ortifftay, 
Fkrmoretwluchheihidlhear^fiiid, . 
Both IKmb the mtittt and the Und. 
The atnager^t welooQie eadi man^iere 
8tamp*d on hia cheerftal broir dodi wear; 
Mor doth thia wetoom^ or hb oheer« 
Grow len^ *caaae he ataya longer here. 
There'a none obaerrea, much leat re|»nea, 
How often thia man aopa or dinea. 
Ttioa haat no porter at tiie door 
T* examine or keep back the poor; 
Nor locka nor ^<to ; tirjT gates hare been 
Mada only to let atiangers in; 
Untaught to shut, they do not fear 
To stand wide open idl the year ; 
Careless who enters, for they know 
Thou never didst deserve a foe ; 
And as for thieves, thy bountjr's such. 
They canAot steal, thou gpiv'st so much. 



SOJSTG, 

THE WILLIJSQ PRISOITXR TO HIS MISTBISS. 

LxT fools great Cupid's yoke disdain. 
Loving their own wild freedom better; 

Whilst proud o£my \fixnii''g»\v%xvt chain, 
I sit and court \t\y \>e^u\.tw\&^^\.^^^. 
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Her murdering glances, snaring hairs. 
And her bewitching smiles so please me. 

As he* brings ruin, that repairs 

The sweet afflictions that disease me. 

Hide not those panting balls of snow 
With envious veils from my beholding ; 

Unlock those lips, their pearly row 
In a sweet smile of love unfolding. 

And let those eyes, whose motion wheels 

The restless fate of every lover. 
Survey the pains my sick heart feels. 

And wounds themselves have made, discover. 



TO MY RIVAL. 

HsKCK, vain intruder ! haste away. 
Wash not with unhalloixfed brine 
The footsteps of ray Celiacs shrine ; 

Nor on her purer altars lay 

Thy empty words, accents that may 
Some looser dame to love incline : 
She must have offerings more divine ; 

Such pearly drops, as youthful May 

Scatters before the riang day ; 
Such smooth soft language, as each line 

Might stroakef an angiy ^d, or stay 
Jove*» thunder, make the hearers pine 

With envy : do this, thou shalt be 

Servant to her, rival with me. 



>88 lABIlW 



UOLDJ^ESa IJ>r LOVE. 

Ma UK how the bafhful morn in vain 

C*otirti the amorous marigold 
With tifiphing bhuts and weeping rain ; 

Yet ilie refutet to unfold : 
Hut when the planet of the day 
Approachcth with hit powerful ray» 
Then the tpreadt, then the receivet 
Hit warmer beamt into her virgin leaves.* 
Ho thalt thou thrive in love, fond boy ; 

If thy teart and tight ditcover 
Tliy grief, thou never thalt enjoy 

The jutt reward of a bold lover : 
Hut when with moving accentt thou 
Hhwlt coimtant faith und service vow, 
Thy Cflitt ffhnll rrrcivc those riiarnis 
With open curs, hiuI with unfolded ann^. 



.^ rjisroiijii, lUAhouuE. 

HllKi'llKUD, NYMI'fl, (^IIOHUH. 



NHKPirr.Hfl. 



Tiim mossy bank they prest. Nt m. that aged oak 
Did canopy the happy pair 
All night from the damp air. 

* A mwlrrn poet ■eem* to have avaiM him«eir of Uih heaatiful 
l«««nf(p, wnA miide « very happy "iwof it. Sre ihe Fable* of Flon, 
Fib. I.— W. iTioy obienre here, that many, vrry many of the moft 
beaiiiiritl puMagc* whioh arr found in (he {Kicmi of Ihii age, havr 
been borrowed fVom the uoifUcied btnli of (he iGfh and 17ih cen- 
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Cho. Here let us sit, and sing the words they spoke^ 
Till the day-breaking" their embraces broke. 

SHSFBERD. 

See, love, the blushes of the morn appear ; 

And now she hangs her pearly store 

(Robb'd from the eastern shore) 
1' th' cowslip's bell and rose's ear : 
Sweet, I must stay no longer here. 

NYMPH, 

Those streaks of doubtful light usher not day,* 
But show my sun must set ; no mom 
Shall shine till tliou return : 

The yellow planets, and the gray 

Dawn, shall attend thee on thy way. 

SHEPHERD. 

If thine eyes gild my paths, they may forbear 
Their useless shine. Ntm. My tears will quite 
Extinguish their faint light. 

Saxp. Those drops will make their beams more clear, 

Love's flames will shine in every tear. 

CHORUS. 

They kist, and wept ; and from their lips and eyed, 
In a mixt dew of briny sweet, 

* TUi pastoral dialogae leemi to be entirely an imitation of the 
•eene between Romeo and Juliet, Aet iii. tc. 7. The time, the 
peaoni, the lentimenti, the exprenions, are the same. 

Jid. Ton light is not daylight, I know it well ; 

It is tome meteor, JScc. 

To light thee on thy way to Mantua. 

Kk2 



Their jays an'J aorraivs mcci -,' 
But the criei out. Ntx. Shepherdi u 

The San betrays ua else to ipicn. 



^ 



The winged hourcs fly fast whilst we embucc i 
But when we want their help to meet. 
They move with leaden feel. 

NiH. Then let us pitiiun Time, and cincr 
\ The day for ever fivm tliia place. 



Hitk? NfK. Ah me slay 1 Snap. Forever. Nm. 

No, uisc ; 

We must be gone. Shsv. My nest of Bpice. 

Nr™. My soul. Snap. My paradiae, [eyes 

Cflo. Neittier could asy farewcU, but tbroug-h their 
Grief interrupted speech which tears supplies. 



Wiip not, nor backward turn your beanu. 

Fond eyeii sad mgha, lock in your breitii j 
Leat on tliii w^id, or m those atream^ 
My griev'd soul fiy, or aail to d^atfa, 

*ItUmi . 

na ddiCMT <r Ae Am^ b etulkd HlrtT Ike AapSciV «r 
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Fortune destroys me if I stay, 

Love kills me if I go away ; 

Since Love and Fortune both are blind. 

Come, Reason, and resolve my doubtful mind. 

BSASOir. 

Fly, and blind Fortune be thy gfuide. 

And 'gfunst the blinder god rebel ; 
Thy loVe-sick heart shall not reside 

"Where scorn and self-will'd error dwell ; 
Where entrance unto truth is barr*d ; 
Where love and faith find no reward ; 
For my just hand may sometime move 
The wheel of Fortune, not the sphere of Love. 



EPITJiPff 

ON THS LADT 8. WITS TO SIR W. S. 

The harmony of colours, features, grace. 
Resulting airs (the magic of a face) 
Of musical sweet tunes, all which combined 
To crown one sovereign beauty, lie confin'd 
To this dark vault : she was a cabinet 
Where aU the choicest stones of price were set; 
Whose native colours and pure lustre lent 
Her eye, cheek, lip, a dazzling ornament ; 
Whose rare and hidden virtues did express 
Her inward beauties and mind's fairer dress; 
H&e constant diamond, the wise chrysolite^ 
The devout sapphire, em'rald apt to write 
Records of mem'ry, cheerful a|^te« ^;cv7^ 
And seriouB onyZp topaz that doth ttvre 
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The bnin't calm temper, witty unttiiyit ; 
Thit precious qumny, or what ebe the lilt 
On Aaron's ephod ]phuited had, she wore i 
One only pearl was wanting to her store i 
"Which in her Savour's book she found expreit i 
To purchase that, she sold ]>eath all the rest. 



o^* THB puxE or sucriyoiuM: 

SISTS, ROSfBS, SiVb IVDISSITA, SITS abthtai Ticnii- 
TUBIirXS ftSBUX VaXOH, PAITOA VUIUWB, 

Rbadie, when these dumb stones have told 

In borrowed speech what guest they holdt 

I'hou shalt confess the vain pursuit 

Of human glory yields no fruit ; 

But an untimely grave. If Pate 

Could constant happiness create, 

Her ministers, Fortune and Worth, 

Had here that miracle brought forth ; 

They fix'd this child of honour where 

No room was left for hope or fear. 

Of more or less : so high, so great 

His growth was, yet so safe his seat : 

Safe in the circle of his friends ; 

Safe in his loyal heart and ends i 

Safe in lus native valiant spirit ; 

By favour safe, and safe by merit ; 

Safe by the stamp of Nature, which 

Did strength with shape and grace enrich ; 

Safe in the cheerfUl courtesies 

Of flowing gcaturca, speecV^ wv^ «^c* \ 
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Safe in his bounties, which were more 
Proportion'd to his mind thah store : 
Yet though for virtue he becomes 
InyolWd himself in borrowed sums. 
Safe in his care, he leaves betray'd 
No friend engaged, no debt unpaid. 

But though the stars conspire to show'r 
Upon one head th' united power 
Of all their graces, if their dire 
Aspects must other breasts inspire 
With vicious thoughts, a murderer's knife 
May cut (as here) their darling^s life : 
Who can be happy then, if Nature must^ 
To make one happy man, make all men just ? 



SO^TG. 



Q.VESTION. 



From whence was this first fury hurPd, 

This Jealousy, into the world ? 

Came she from Hell ? Anbw. No, there doth r^igQ 

Eternal Hatred, with Disdain : 

But she the daughter is of Love, 

Sister of Beauty. Quest. Then above 

She must derive from the third sphere 

Her heavenly off-spring. Anbw. Neither there : 

Prom those immortal flames could she 

Draw her cold frozen pedig^e ? 

Q,V£8TI0ir. 

If not from Heaven nor Hell, where then 
Had she her birth ? Ahs. V th' hearts (tf men. 



3H •AMir. 

B«MiQr ftttd fiMur did iMT 6rMU» 
Younfttr tfaan Lor«, ekUr tluMi HMt* 
f kter to botfat bj B«iii^» tkU 
To Loir«, bx Fear to Hate aUy'd. 
Dtapdr btr liMie !•» wboae nee 
Of IhiltM mlfcbUf drown* tbe apaeo 
Of tbo wide eirtb In A «woln ilood 
Of wratb, rovonfo, fpltof nge, *nd blood* 



A MTBBf IV TUX nfMVriK or am ANASOir, M MAMLT 
mSLOriD or HIH iriitTlliSM. 

Cf A»«, thou •fHlclAci »mil, to motirtt, 
WhofMi love iiiul faith art* paid with »com ; 
For I am atarv'd that fee) the bliitiK;*, 
Of dear emhructHf HtnileN and kivHetf 
From my nouI'h idol, yet conipUiti 
Of equal love more Uian diadaiti. 

fJcage, beauty'M exile, to lament 
'llie frozen Hhadew of t)ani»hmefit, 
For I in that fair bonom dwelt, 
'Hiat if( my FarailiMe and Hell < 
llaniHliM at honi*^, at on^e at caite 
In the #afe fx^, and toNton hc>u«, 

IJeaite 'm cold j|«tiiU>vu ittava to ^)inc, 
Had wrctcht wVumi Y\N»3i* xwvO^vmwt ^ 
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For though I had lock'd in mine armt 
My life's sole joy, a traitor's charms 
Prevsdl ; whilst I may only blame 
Myself, that mine own rival am. 



A^r HYMEJ^EAL DIALOGUE. 

BRIDE AND GROOM. 
• GROOM. 

TvLL me (my love) since Hymen ty'd 

The holy knot, hast thou not felt 
A new infused spirit shde 

Into thy breast, whilst thine did melt ? 

BRIDX. 

First tell me (sweet) whose words were those ? 

For though your voice the air did break. 
Yet did my soul the sense compose, ' 

And through your hps my heart did speak. 



UPOJSTMR, W. MOJ^TAQUE 

HIS RSTURN FROM TRAVSI.. 

LxAD the black bull to slaughter, with the boar 
And lamb ; then purple with their mingled gore 
The Ocean's curled brow, that ao ve tbkj 
The sesi-^oda for their careful ^ifiU;^^ "^v!? * 
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Send g^teful incense up in pious smoke 
To tfaoM mild Bpirita that cuM a carbing yoke 
Upon the rtubbom winds, that calml; blew 
To the wi»h'd shore our lon^d-for Monlsgiie : 
Tlien, whilst the aromatic odours burn 
Id honour of their dBrlin^s safe return, 
The Huse'e quire shall thus with voice tnd haiit. 
Blesa the fsir gsle tb^t drove his ihip to Iknd. 

BweeUy-bpcathing venwl sir , 
Hist with kind warmth do'at repkir 
Winter's ruinsi from whose brSssl ^_ 
AD the gums and spice of th' east ^^t 
Borrow their perfumes; whose eye ^^t 
Gilds the mom, and clears tlie sky ; ^H 
Whose disghevcl'd tresses slied ~ 

Pearls upon the violet bed i 
On whoK brow, witb cklm iiiiUei dreai'd, 

Tbe bslcyon sits tnd builds her nest ( 

Beuity, youth, ind endless spling. 

Dwell upon Ay rosy wing. 

Thou, if stormy Borea* throws 

Down whole forests when he blows. 

With ■ pregnuit flow'ry birth 

Canst refresh the teeming earth; 

If he nip the early bud. 

If he blast wbn's &iT or food. 

If he scatter our chmce flowen^ 

If he Atkc our hills or bowers. 

If his nide breath tlveaten ut; 

Thou canst stroke great Eolus, 

And from him the grace obtain 

To tHnd him in <ui iroa chain. 
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Thus, whilst you deal your body 'mongst your 

fiiendiBy 
And fill their circling arms, my glad soul sends 
This her embrace : thus we of Delphos g^eet ; 
As lay-men .cla^ their hands, we join our feet. 



TO A LAhT, 

THAT DBSIASn I WOULB XOTX HXB. 

Now you have freely pven me leave to lore, 

What will you do ? 
Shall I your mirth or passion move. 

When I beg^n to woo ? 
Will you torment, or scorn, or love me too ^ 

Each petty beauty can disdain, and I, 

Spite of your hate. 
Without your leave can see and die : 

Dispense a nobler fate ; 
'Tis easy to destroy, you may create. 

Then give me leave to love, and love me too; 

Not with dedgn 
To raise, as Love's curst rebels do^ 

When puling poets whine, 
Fame to their beauty from their blubber'd eyn. 

Grief is a puddle, and reflects not dear 
Your beauty's rays : 
Joy« are pure Btrcwns, your eyes appear 
Sullen in sadder lays ; 
In cheerful numbers they shine bright with pndsc ; 
Vol, IV. LI 
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Which shall not mentioii* to express yoa fair/ 
Wounds, flames, and darts. 
Storms in your brow^ nets in your ludr. 
Suborning all your parts^ 
Or to betray or torture captive hearts. 

I'll make your eyes like mcnrning suns appear. 

As mild and £ur; 
Your brow, as ciystal smooth and dear ; 

And your disshevel'd hair 
Shall flow like a calm region of the air. 

Rich Nature's store (which is the poefs treasure) 
111 spend to dress 
Your beauties, if your mine ci pleasure 
In equal thankfulness 
You but unlock, so we each other bless. 



TO MY FRIEJ^D G. JV. 

FBOH WHEST. 

I BBiATHs, sweet Ghibs, the temperate air of Wrest, 
Where I, no more with raging storms opprest. 
Wear the cold nights out by the banks of Tweed, 
On the bleak mountains where fierce tempests breedf 
And everlasting winter dwells ; where mild 
Favonius and the vernal winds, exiJ'd, 
Did never spread their wings : but the wild north 
Brings stenVe fetiv, thistles, and brambles forth. 
Here, steep* dVtvb^m^ ^e^,\^^\»\^^^Mit Earth 
Sends feoiuliw X^^xooi^^^^x^ ^"^Q^^ri\ixs^x 
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And, chcrish'd with the warm Sun-'s quick'ning heat, 

Her porout bosom doth rich odours sweat ; 

Whose perfume* through the ambient air diiiVLse 

Such native aromatics, as we use 

Ko foreign gums, nor essence fetch'd from far, 

No volatile spirits, nor compounds that are 

Adulterate ; but, at Nature's cheap expense, 

With far more genuine sweets ref^sh the sensr. 

Such pure and uncoropoundcd beauties bless 

This mansion with an useflil comeliness 

Devoid of art ; for here the architect 

Did not with curious skill a pile erect 

Of carved marble, touch, or prophecy, 

But built a house for hospitality. 

No sumptuous chimney-piece of shining stone 

Invites the stranger's eye to gaze upon. 

And coldly entertain his sight ; but clear 

And cheerful flames cherish and warm him here 

No Doric nor Corinthian pillars grace 

With imagery this structure's naked face : 

The lord and lady of this place delight 

Bather to be in act, than seem, in sight. 

Instead of statues to adorn their wall. 

They throng witli living men their merry hall. 

Where, at large tables fill'd with wholsome meati^ 

The servant, tenant, and kind neighbour eats : 

Some of that rank, spun of a finer thread. 

Arc with the women, steward, and chaplain, fed 

With daintier cates ; others, of better note. 

Whom wealth, parts, ofRce, or the herald's coat. 

Have scver'd from the common, freely sit 

At the lord's table, whose spread sides admit 

A large access of friends to fiU those seats 

Of hi§ capacious fdck\e, ^'d mvYimti^ 



1 
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Of choicett relitb, till his oaken back 

Under the load of piPd-up dishes crack. 

Nor think, because our pyramids and high 

Exalted turrets threaten not the sky, 

That therefore Wrest of narrowness complains. 

Or straightcn'd walls ; for she more numerous trunt 

Of noble guests daily receives, and those 

Can with far more conveniency dispose. 

Than prouder piles, where the vain biulder spent 

More cost in outward gfay embeUishment 

Than real use ; which was the sole design 

Of our contriver, who made things not fine. 

But fit for service. Amalthea's horn* 

Of plenty is not in effigy worn 

Without the gate ; but she within the door 

Empties her free and unexhausted store. 

Nor crown'd with wheatcn wreaths doth Ceres stand 

In stone, with a crookM sickle in her hand : 

Nor on :i marble tun, his face besmear'd 

■\Vitli grapes, is curlM, uncizarM Hacchus reared. 

Wc oficr not, in emblems, to the eyes. 

But to the taste, those useful deities : 

\Vc press tlu'. juicy g^od, and quaff his blood. 

And p^iind the yellow goddess into food. 

Yet we decline not all the work of Art ; 

But where more bounteous nature bears a part. 

And guidtrs her handmaid, if she but dispense 

Fit matter, she with care and diligence 

* AmalUiea was the daughter of Melissiis, king of Crete. She is 
iablfd to have f«-d Jupiter, while an infant, with the milk of a goat, 
w'lioic horn the god aV"ierYi*td% tuade Iicr a present of, endued with 

tUii virtucthal whoever \><»%cMv^\\.,%Vvii\\\^Ws»t t^jviT^ Uiing they 

wished for. Hence U v:m ca\\«A v\» >^^itu v>t v^^^^l • 
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Employt her ikiU ; for where the neighbour ipuree 
Pours forth her waters, she directs her course, 
And entertains the flowing streams in deep 
And spacious channels, where they slowly creep 
In snaky windings, as the shelving ground 
Leads them in circles, till they twice surround 
This island mansion, which, i' th' centre plac'd^ 
Is with a double crystal Heaven embrac'd; 
In which our wat'ry constellations float, 
Our flshes, swans, our waterman and boat, 
Envy'd by those above, which wish to slake 
Their star-burnt limbs in oiur refreshing lake ; 
But they stick fast nail'd to the barren sphere. 
Whilst our increase, in fertile waters here. 
Disport, and wander f^ely where they please 
^Within the circuit of our narrow seas. 

With various trees we (Huge the water's brink. 
Whose thirsty roots the soaking moisture drink. 
And whose extended boughs in equal ranks 
Yield fruit, and shade, and < beauty to the banks. 
On this side young Vertumnus sits, and courts 
Ilis ruddy-cheek'd Pomona ; Zephyr sports 
On tl^ other with lov'd Flora, yielding there 
Sweets for the smell, sweets for the palate here. 
But did you taste the high and mighty drink 
Which from that luscious fountain flows, you'd think 
The god of wine did his plump clusters bring. 
And crush the Falem* grape into our spring} 
Or else, disguised in wat'ry robes, did swim 
To Ceres' bed, and make her beg of him» 



• The grspe of PalariMif It eelebiatsd bf ill tntiqviljr. It ii«i 
produced fVom viaet of a iieonliar raeiicth sad Amomt ^ivIMivnii 
dt the Ftkmiui Atldi in CamyekuW. 
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Ho was thj pUy ; whote clear, jet lofty atnun, 
MTiae men, that gorern fate, fhall entertain. 



TffB COMPAMiaOM 

DiAmiiT, thy treaaea are not threada of gold. 

Thy eyet of diamonds, nor do I hold 

Thy lipa for rubiea, thy fiur cheeka to be 

Freah roaei, or thy teeth of iTory : 

Thy akin, that doth thy dainty body aheath. 

Not alabaater ia» nor doat thou breath 

Arabian odoora; those the earth brings forth. 

Compared with which, would but impair thy worth. 

Such may be othera* mistresses, but mine 

Holds nothing earthly, but is aD divine. 

Thy tresses are those rays that do arise. 

Not from one sun, but two ; such are thy eyes ; 

Thy lips congealed nectar are, and such 

As, but a deity, there's none dare touch ; 

The perfect crimson that thy cheek doth cloaUi 

(But only that it far exceeds them both) 

Aurora's blush resembles, or that red 

That Iris struts in when her mantle's spread ; 

Thy teeth in white do Leda's swan exceed; 

Thy skin's a heavenly and inmiortal weed ; 

And when thou breath'st, the winds are ready straight 

To filch it from thee ; and do therefore wait 

Close at thy lips, and snatching it from thence. 

Bear it to Heaven, where 'tis Jove's frankincense. 

Fair goddess, since thy feature makes thee one, 

Yet be not such for these respects alone ; 

J5ut as you arc dvvvnt m outward view, 

^o be within as fair, «& ^o<y\^ ^"^ vn^fc. 



Now noise previila, uid he is tai'd for drowth 
Of wit, ttMt with the cry i^ndi not bis mouth. 
Yet ask him reason why he did not like -, 
Him, why he did ; their ignorance will strike 
Thy soul with scorn and pity ; muk the places 
ProToke their smiles, frowns, or distorted faces, 
When they admire, nod, shake the head, they'll be 
A scene of mirth, * double comedy. 
But thy strong fancies (raptures of the bnun, 
Drest in poetic flames) they entertain 
As a bold impious reach ; for they'll still slight 
AB that exceeds Red Bull" and Cockpit flight. 
These are the men in crowded heaps that throng 
To that adulterate stage, where not it tongue 
Of th' untun'd kentiel can a line repeat 
Of seriotw sense, but the lips meet like meat ; 
Whilst the true brood of actors, that alone 
Keep nat'ra], unstnun'd Action in her throne. 
Behold their benches bare, though thej rehearse 
The terser Beaumonf s or great Jonsoo's verae. 
Bepine not thou then, since this churlish fate 
Rules not the stage alone ; perhaps the state 
Hath felt this rancour, where men great and good 
Have by the rabble been misunderstood. 




to wM thy play ; vhosc dev-, yet lofty MMln, 
WiK men, Uut govern fite, shikll «ntertun. 



TffE COMPASISOX. 
D(xKE*T, thy treuea are not UireadB of ^lil. 
Thy eyes of diamonds, nor do 1 hold 
Thy lips for rubit^ thy ftir clieeJu to be 
Fre*h roses, or thy teeth of ivory : 
Thy skin, tb&t doth thy dainty body sheath. 
Not alftbastcr iSt not dost thou breath 
Areblan odoim ; those the earth brings forth, 
Compar'd with vhich, would but iaipsir thy worth. 
Such may be others' mistreases, but mine 
Holdi nothing earthly, but is all diiine. 
Thy tresses are those rays that do arioe. 
Not from one sun, but two ; such are thy eyea ; 
Tbj Hps congealed nectar arc^ and Mdi 
As, but a daty, there's none dare touch ; 
The perfect crimson that thy cheek doth cloath 
(But only that it br czceeds them both) 
Aurora's blush resembles, or that red 
That Iris struts in when her mantle's spread j 
Thy teeth in white do Leds's swan exceed; 
Thy skin's a heavenly and immortal weed ; 
And when thou bresth'st, the winds are rtadj ttrti^it 
To filch it from thee ; and do therefore wait 
Close at thy llp^ and snatching it from thence. 
Bear it to Hesven, where 'tis Jove's fr»nkinrp|Mr 
Fur goddess, nnce thy feature makes thee woe, 

Tet be not sucb tax Kb/Mt tc^ciAb alone ; 

But aa you wre diviiwui wJ.'Wiai™-'*. 

So be witlun »?««.»» *'»^**^***- 



SKLSCT POEMS. 405 



THE EJ^qUIRY. 



AMOKesT the mjrrtles as I walk'd. 
Love and my sighs thus intertalk'd : 
" Tell me, (said I, in deep distress,) 
Where may I find my shepherdess I 



>» 



" Thou fool," (said Love,) « know'st thou not tliis, 

In every thing that's g^d she is ? 

In yonder tulip go and seek. 

There thou mayst find her lip, her cheek. 

** In yon enamePd pansy by. 
There thou sbalt have her curious eye. 
In bloom of peach, in rosy bud. 
There wave the streamers oi her blood. 

" In brightest lilies that there stand. 
The emblems of her whiter hand. 
In yonder rising hill there smell 
Such sweets as in her bosom dweU." 

** 'Tis true*' (said I) : and thereupon 
I went to pluck them one by one. 
To make of parts a union ; 
But on a sudden all was gone. 

With that I stopt : said Love, " These be. 
Fond man, resemblances of thee : 
And, as these flow'rs, thy joys shall die, 
Ev*n in the twinkling of an eye : 
And all thy hopes of her shall mthet. 
Like these short sweets tlius km\. Io^^VXy^t ?* 



LOVE'S FORCE. 



^ 



Is the first ruder tge, when Love was wiM, 

Not j-ct by laws recUum'd, not reconcil'd 

To order, nor bf-^«i«son mann'd, but flew, 

FuU-plum'd bj luture, on the instant view. 

Upon the vnaga of nppetilc, at ill 

The tje could Mr, or %ense ilelightfiil call, 

Blectian was not yet i but as their chekp 

Food fnim the oak, or the next acorn-heap, 

As water from the nearest spring or brook, 

80 men their undistingutsli'd fenmles took 

Bychuice,noteh(»ce. But wnn the heayenir ppwk, 

That in man's bosom lurk'd, broke through tms dark 

Confuiion; then the noblest breast first felt * 

Haelf fcr its own proper object mcll. 



SILKCT POSM8. 405 



THE KyqUIRY. 

Amokbbt the myrtles as I walkM, 
Love and my sighs thus intertalk'd : 
** Tell me, (said I, in deep distress,) 
Where may I find my shepherdess ?" 

" Thou fool,*' (said Love,) « know'st thou not tliis, 

In every thing that's good she is ? 

In yonder tulip go and seek. 

There thou mayst find her Up, her check. 

** In yon cnamcPd pansy by, 
There thou sbalt have her curious eye. 
In bloom of peach, in rosy bud. 
There wave the streamers oi her blood. 

" In brightest lilies that there stand. 
The emblems of her whiter hand. 
In yonder rising hill tlicre smell 
Such sweets as in her bosom dwell." 

** 'Tis true*' (said I) : and thereupon 
I went to pluck them one by one, 
To make of parts a union ; 
But on a sudden all was gone. 

With that I stopt : said Love, " These be. 
Fond man, resemblances of thee : 
And, as these flow'rs, thy joys shall die, 
Ev'n in the twinkling of an eye : 
And all thy hopes of her shall wither. 
Like these short sweets t\\v\^ V\yv\. V^^^^\^^ - 



N^ 



^ 



i.ovtrs roiiCF.. 



\t Uie firtt ruder vge, wtien Imtc wm wild. 

K>A yri by l«w« rtvUim'd, rtot rrcuiicil'd 

To nrdcr, nor bf ymmii mami'd, but flew, 

FuU-p)um'd by nattuw, cm llie initant view, 

Upon the winf > of appetite, al all 

The tyc could fur, or tciuc dolightfia call. 

Election wu not yet i but na tlicir cheap 

Pood from the oak. or the next aconchei^), 

A» wauir fh'in thr iiuarEM apri'iK w l>rtto1(. 

Bo men their iindutintpiinird fenialc* took 

By cbanc«,iiotchiNce. ButwamtbrhMiviMily ipark, 

That in man'a boaom lurk'd, broke throuj^ u3a datfc 

CofiTiuriDn; <ben the noblMt brraM HrM frti 

n«elf for iu own proper object melt. 



